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THE FAULT WAS ALL HIS OWN. 



LETTER XIL 

To Mifs Sylvester, 



Monday afternoon* 

OH Heavens ! and are you gone, with- 
out recall, to the land of bondage ? 
I could not guefs at the feal on your let- 
ter ; though 1 knew the cover to be of 
Sir George's writing, by fomc former 
franks. 

Well, my dear, fince it is fo, I wrfli 
you as much joy as the ftate of (hackles 
can poflibly admit of; and ferioufly, Becca, 

Vou II. B that 
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that is a good deal more than we envious 
maidens care to allow. Where the union 
is brought about by love, cemented by 
*fteem, and crowned with a difpofition for 
generous friendfhips, joys there certainly 
are in this Hate, notwithftanding the 
ihackles, which make the jeft only of thofe 
who are confcious to themfelves of pof- 
fefling tempers, whofe reftleflhefs and love 
of change would render the eafieft chain 
galling, and a garden no garden if they 
are not at liberty to ramble in the fields. 
Pretty much my own cafe. I tell you this 
by the bye, as I am apt to have a fling 
now and then at you caged birds, at the 
very moment perhaps that I could wifli 
to be caged myfelf, were it not for an 
aukward reflection, which, intnifively 
coming a crofs, whifpers me, that you wilh 
to be in my place as much as I long to be 
in yoqrs, 

«* O, is it fi) ?" cries Curiofity ? 

"The 
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" The cafe to a hair," anfwers Ex- 
perience. 

" Indeed !" fays old Freedom, " then I 
u will decide the point at once, and give it 
." in favour of virginity •, which at all events 
c< will find it beft to acquiefce, with Hanv 
J c let, in the wife refolution, of 

€C Bearing rather with the ills it knows, 
, « Than rufh on others which we know not of." 

" Out at all ends !" replies Curiofity. 
" Acquiefce in the determinations of a 
" cowardly cold-blooded reafoner ? I tell 
" you what, Freedom ; if you can enforce 
" your advice with no better argument 
" than this, I will take Paffion by the hand, 
" and lead you a dance to the land where 
" you will be laid up with an afthma till 
*< death/' 

* 

B 2 « How !" 
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u How ! M cries Reafon, who was all* this 
while faft as a church, " a debate going 
u forward, and I not fummoned to take my 
" feat at the head ?" 

" Head !" returns Freedom roughly : 
* you may carry yourhead where you pteale ; 
* 4 we will have no heads but our own." 

• ■ 

" Aye, W — and Liberty for that,'* cries 
Curiofity : " come, Freedom, let us fhakc 
" hands and be friends v and, harkee, this 
" Reafon is as imperious as the grand ful- 
" tan, and as barbarous ; making no more 
u of her fubjefts paffions, if they do but 
44 in the leaft deviate from her di&ates, 
** than the other does of the life of his 
.** vizirs, when they happen to oppofe his 
•* will. Suppofing then, old dad, we con- 
€< fpire againft her, and turn her out of 
" doors, fince (he is not lefs inclined to 

" check 
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u check the ardour of vour zeal, than 
M fhe is to thwart me in my longings ?" 

" A match," returns Freedom: " I hate 
€C her, for her ftatelinefs and pride. Be* 
u caufe her opinion has now and then 
u been afked in matters of trifling import, 
" (he has taken it into her head to think 
" herfelf a great body, and that fhe has a 
" right to be confulced in things of the 
** ficft confequence." 

"The old fafhioned frump!" replies 
Curiofity. 

4i Conceited as a wit !" rejoins Freedom. 
<c Shew me a perfon of confequence in the 
<c nation, who thinks her of the confequence 
" fhe does herfelf. And yet fhe would be 
" at the head ! So fhe fhall, of a troop of 

-grannies in Weftminftet Abbey." 

'< The very place !" cries the one. 

B 3 "Yes; 
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u Yes ; I think I have hit it !" refumes 
the other. 

" Now then we have gotten her off our 
" hands/' whifpers Curiofity, " fuppofing 
" we take a trip with Cupid to the court 
" of Hymen " 

" Eternal difturber of my beft, my pro- 
pounded reveries!— what is it you 
" want, Diana ?" 



C< 



Mrs. Maypole, the milliner." 



" The creature ! bundle her up, and let 
" her be thrown into the waggon fhc 
€< carries." 

« Ma'am !» 

" Ma'am ! what a fool's face thou makeft 
" to thyfelf with (taring ! Go — But* 
" Diana — " 

V Yes, 
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« Yes, Ma'am !" 

" Be fure you make the waggon faft* 
cc Lock it, and treble lock it." 

u A paper waggon, Ma'am, has no lock. 
u upon it at all." 

<c The ideotf Well, well; tye it, tye it 
t€ with a rope. I have a tympany in my 
cc ears for a month, if I hear her bell- 
« metal tongue going but for ten minutes. 
« What ! are not you gone about it yet ?" 

" Lock, Ma'am ! I do not know what 
cff you mean I fhould fay." 

"Know! do not you know (fimple 
" as the cottage that I took you from !) 
" that I difcharged this woman from her 
* attendance on me as a milliner, thefe 

B 4 •« three 
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" three months ? I wonder at her confi- 
dence, in coming to force herfelf thus—* 



« 



" Yes, Ma'am ; but £he fays (he has a 
" divine cap, made after the model of 
" Paris r 

c< The mode of Paris, thou wouldft fay, 
" Well, you may go and bring up the cap > 
" but, pray— n 



"Yes, Ma'am I" 

" Nay, if fpeaking will not do it; let 
" her and her cap go to the model of Paris. 
u I tell you do not let Mrs. Maypole ftir 
" a £tep up flairs." 

If the cap is a fright, I will certainly 
have it, were it only for the dear diver- 
fion of feeing Mrs. Gaymore, late Sugar- 
cajie, make a fright of herfelf, by wearing 
the fellow to it. She will be put upon it* 
I know, as foon as (he fees me wear mine ; 

and 
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and ithftt wiH be this .-evening, when I am 
to make her a vifit : it is the firft day of 
the four that (he has fet for feeing com- 
pany •, and I will be the firft of the throng, 
with my gratulations on the bkft occafion. 

Ah ! my ears ! the gawkee comes herfelf* 

" AnpleafeyourLady{hip,Mem! Mem, 
«* no offence, I hope, Mem. But this cap, 
cc Mem, is a cap, an pleafe your Ladyfhip, 
" of fo peculiar a mode and llrufture, as 
** makes it neceffary, Mem — no offence, 
«* I hope, Mem — but it is neceffary, Mem, 
" that I attend it, Mem, on its afcent to a 
u Lady's head, Mem 5 as no Lady, Mem, 
** can at firft, Mem, enter into the humour 
** of the cap, Mem 5 srid any thing out 
*' of humour, Mem — " 

" Very true, Mem ?' thought I, as I 

* 

^viewed myfelf in the glafs. " Any thing 
•J out of 'humour is a very ugly thing. 

B 5 M find 
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" I find it written in my own face at this 
" prefent fitting !" 

Becca, it is amazing that we women 
lhould ever frown, except in pure compaf- 
fion to thofe lovers who are undone by our 
fmiles ! 

" Do, pray, Mem, pray fuffer me to 
place it in its proper fphere," continued 



fhe. 



" A Turk's head," faid I, " is that 
" Off with the turban. Was there ever 
" any thing fo horrid ?" 

" Dear Mem ! under fufferance, Mem; 

" nothing ever became you better. Some- 

c< thing fo airy and degageel at the fame 

" time, fo elegant and finiflied ! Do, Mem, 

^J&ny it but once into public view, Mem ; 

£? and your Ladyfhip will find the world 

^jjfof tpy opinion. Not, Mem, that the 

V . ■ ■ , ■ " ca P 
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" cap is any thing in itfelf, Mem. Nay, 
" Mem, I muft allow, Mem, that on Lady 
" Autumn's head* or the Countefs of 
" Scare's, the cap would be, as your Lady- 
u fhip obferves, a mod horrid cap ; but, 
u where the face itfelf is the firft fct off—" 

« 
I gave her her demand for her goods, 

and difmifled her. 

» 

Now for dreffing ; and adieu ! 

Tucfday, 1 1 at night* 

Gloomy as the hour ! I cannot write I 
Adieu ! 

Yours and Sir George's 
(if he pleafes) > 

M. Hawkesby. 
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LETTER XHL 

a 

To Lady Raymond. 

Wedndday morning, May 17. 

My dear Lady Raymond, 

HAT a letter did I fuffer to come 
in anfwer to yours ! FuH of my- 
felf, and of my fanciful reveries, inftead of 
gratulations on the occafion which fees my 
friend the happieft of her fex ! 

I really blufb, and feel myfelf reduced 
to the fize of the Corfican fairy, in the 
thought. Ah, fbme fympathizing gnome \ 
ah, lend a hand to raife me •, or my writing 
will be the punifhment of the reader ! 

In this ftate of humiliation, is it pof- 
fible to conceive a lofty thought ? 

w 
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In this frigidity of thinking, is it poffible 
to feel a glow equal to what the joyful 
OGCflt&m requires? 

it is ill your own, bleft par! I canno^ 

^are *iot, enter into the paradife of pakw 
ticipation. 

How fhould I think on it ? One of three? 
The happy fccne never law bat two* ' 

Still xefle&ing ! ftifl glowny ! 

And yet, Becca, much may be laid for 
a frown, when we cannot fmile. 

It is not that I care a fig for Pumoift* 

But to fee him laft night at Mifs Fairfree'a 

rout, lb faimiliarly galkntieg it away, with 

that thing of afiedation and infufFerable 

airs, .Lady Betty fiobblc 1 

I felefted 
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I felelted a partner, for playing off at 
the fame game ; but the fellow was a fool, 
and wanted courage to enter into the fpirrt 
of his part. I did not know the reafon 
of his cowardice in time. His Dulcihea, 
it feems, was prefent. Confufed at the 
taking up of a tale which I could not go 
through, to the diverfion of the whole 
room, whofe attention was alternately di- 
rected towards Dumont and me, I preci- 
pitately marched off, and came home, 
fullen as you faw me, at eleven o'clock. I 
endeavoured to compofe myfelf by fitting 
down to write \ but it was impoffible : the 
thoughts of Dumont's triumph kept me 
ftill on the rack. I went to bed \ but could 
not fleep for vexation. 

> 

Woman, woman, filly woman, all overt 
I fhall reafon myfelf to man* Yes* 
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Is it not apparent, that all this was done 
to pique me ? 

But what fignifies feeing at all, unlefi 
one fees in time ? A bait was thrown out; 
and I was gudgeon enough to fwallow it* 
Oh, fool ! fool ! fool ! to fwallow it be- 
fore thofe who would laugh at the difcern- 
ing Mifs Hawkefby grown blind ! The re* 
fle&ion flings me to madnefs ! 

Ha ! who comes here ? 

§< Madam, Mr. Dumont is below*'* 
< ' Mr. Dumont ?" 

" Yes, Madam, My old lady defires 
€C you would come down. He is come to 

*' take his leave." 

k. 

To take his leave, Becca ? Then he was 
in earneft laft night 1 

«His 
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"His fcrvants, Madam, &y, that he 
" fets out for France, to-morrow mowing," 

+€ foj. jFnmce ! well ; go, go, tell my 
u mother, that i am coming.** 

$ltell 1 go down ? No. Yes, I hardly 
know What I fey, what to do 5 how to 
behave : Ibut 1 will ^o down. 

Wedncfday noon* 

He is gone ! formally departed ! 

__^_ - * • , 

u Well, wiio cares a jot ? I value it not, 
c< While I have my iok and my pen — ** 

As much as to fay, Becca, I will banifl* 
*ti thought df him wfith fcribbling.— iC But 
^ where is die Deoeffityof haying recourfe 
" to a fingle expedient 'for *hat pwpefe^ 
€< if he is fo indiflferent to you ?" — Blefsme, 
my dear! for all you are married, you will 
be alking queftions I Weil 5 left i fliould 

do 
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do a mifchief in rcfufing to gratify your 
curiofity, I will tell you. 

Dumont is indifferent to me ; or, rather, 
I am very indifferent about him— « 
** Agreed.** — So far then his going off is 
a matter of indifference. 

But then, on the other hand, did he not 
fin up a formidable place on the file of 
lovers ?— " It is well known." — Yes, my 
dear friend ; and is it not well known, that 
die decreafe of fubje&s is the decay of 
empbe? — u And what then T— What? 
do not you fee, that the lofe of a iovcr 
is a thing of confequence ; of confequence 
enough to be regretted by a fovepeign 
beauty ? So my mother fays; and my mo- 
ther fhould know, for flie has been a beauty* 
and now fhe is not, fhe leftures me moft 
fevereiy on the ill ufe I make of mine. 

« 

And? 
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And, to be candid, there is fome room 
for her cenfure •, though I cannot at pre- 
fent think of leffening it ! In my heart, I 
am vexed at this decampment of Dumont 
as much as (he ; but my vanity will not 
fuflfer me to be quite downcaft on the oc-> 
?a(ion, becaufe it fuggefts to me fome* 
thing of a defign in the man, to bring mt y 
by this feint, fooner to the point. Should 

this fuggeftion prove falfe 1 (hall fee or 

hear in a few days* He will write, with- 
out doubt. Then, Becca, and not till 
then, (hall I know whether I have loft a> 
fubjeft or not. 

Adieu! I hear the fcoach at the door, 
and I have inftantly to go and call on Lady 
Trebl?. 

A propos, I did not tell you (did I ?) 
what is going forward there? Woeful, 
yoefyl works ! Sir John will not be con- 

foled 
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(bled for the lofs of a beloved fon. Yefter- 
day I was there •, and they told me, that 
he had not been out of his own apartment 
fince he was let into this fatal fecret* 
neither had he fuffered any fuftenance to be 
adminiftered unto him, excepting a dilh of 
chocolate. His daughter and his qOon- 
dam fon keep pace with him in the fo- 
lemnity, all to the fading ; I did not hear 
a word of that, fo I conclude it poffible 
for them to open their mouths to eat, though 
they Ihuc their ears againft the voice of 
comfort. 

For Sophia, amiable mourner! (he is 
not behind-hand with them. She has not 
as yet feen Sir John j but the account that 
has been given her of his afflictions rends 
her to the very heart. She weeps, (he fighs, 
Ihe laments, (he pities : but (he weeps, flie 
fighs, (he laments, (he pities, in the fecrecy 
of filence. Scorning the oftentation of for-' 
row, and (hunning the impiety of defpair, 

flit 
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flic Tents not herfeff in the tranfports of 
grief, -nor exclaims agamft Heaven for the 
feverity of her fate. No, Becca, the fign of 
afiguUh hangs not on her tongue. In her 
looks alone are -difcovered the various emo- 
tions of her heart •, and in her tears, which, 
like gentle Ihowers diftilled in a fummer 
evening, fall without noife. Apprflienfive 
of interfiling the fpe&at&r too deeply in 
her diftrefe, ihe relu&antty admitsjeyen mt 
to her fight. 



-* • 



But is it not carrying ^things to the 
heights of romance, to fuffer forrpw in 
fwch ezcds ! 

- I will aet fland accufed to myfelf for 
having difpenfed fo foolifli an indulgence. 
After mjr vifit to L^ady Treble is over, I 
will fee about the poffibility of dHSpatuig 
aa unavailing grief from the bofom of a 
beloved friend. 

You, 
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* » ■ 

You, my dear Lady Raymond, have: a 
heart affiliable to the foft- touches of com* 
pafllon j or I fhould not demand your at* 
tentkrom fa piteous a tale; efpecially at 
this period of time, when you are oc- 
cupied in the contemplation of unnumber- 
ed pleafures in profpedt, and bleft in the 
fenfe of thofe which you enjoy in the pre- 
fenti in enjoying the fociety of & man 
whom yea Seferibe as born for the per- 
petuation of connubial blffsi 

» 

Writing on, forgetful of njy engagement 
to go I Surely there b a charm, in friendfeip, 
and a. magic in Sophia's name. Looking 
back, I fee the tranfition I have made 
from the ludicrous to the folemn in my 
flyle, foon as her fituation became the ob- 
jeft with my pen. 

Once more adieu ! and believe me to be, 

with impatience to fee you- and yours 

in 
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in town, which you fay will be by the 
bixth-day. 

Your moft affe&ionate, 

M. Hawkesbv, 

P. s. 

■ 

Wcdnefday afternoon. 

No wonder at Lady Treble's difinter- 
eftednefs I {he is to be no gainer by this 
<difcovery ! This I learnt in my vifit to her 
at noon. The Lifle eftate is tied to the 
title, and both confined to the male line. 
Hence Sir John's follicitude for a fon ; 
hence his complacency in the feeming pof- 
fefllon of one, and hence his grief on find- 
ing that he has none. — " Was Sir John 
cc follicitous then for a fon ?" you cry. — 
Inexcufably fo. He now confefies it, with 
every circumftance that can aggravate his 
own crime, and extenuate that of his 
wife. — ^ His wife ! and what did ihe ?"— 
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O, thereby hangs a tale ; and hang it muft, 
until I have time to cut it down. — At pre- 
fent, dinner calls : I muft obey the fum- 
mons; and fo fhall Mifs Melmouth too, 
or I will never more move my tongue in 
uttering perfuafive ftrains. 



*•« • 
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LETTER XIV* 
To the fame. 

Wcdnefday evening* 

^TTTHIM and vapour! I would as 
▼ v «< foon, my dear Sophia, think 
" of ftepping to Lapland for a warm, as 
*[ of going to a convent for confolation !* 

Yet there lhe will go. Yes, it is re- 
folved ; and fhe is immutable in her pur- 
pofe. Her ftay in the world fhall not 
make two people unhappy ; when her re- 
tiring from it (hews the poffibility of fee- 
ing them both blefled, the one in exercifes 
of the moft exalted piety, the other in 
purfuits fuitable to his age and fex, and 
worthy of talents on which education has 
bellowed her fineft touches ; by flaying in 
the world, and forming connexions ufeful 

to 
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to the interefts of fociety in general, and 
heightening of the happinefs of individuals 
in particular, 

T 

A noble girl! is fhe not, Becca, to think 
her own claims on the world well with- 
drawn, if, by the heroic renunciation, fhe 
can but fecure thofe of a brother ? A life 
of fincere devotion, of foul-iffuing praife, 
and heart-felt adoration of the Moft Adora- 
ble of Beings, is the life of angels : and 
if on earth there is a mortal capable of 
leading it, it is Sophia, whofe piety in 
earlieft youth, and purity in maturer years, 
have hitherto been the boaft of the female 
character. 

If (he does but perfevere — and why 
not ? — Amidft perfuafion, fhe has prin- 
ciple ; and with principle, fhe poflefles re- 
folution to a& up to her perfuafion ; or, in 
a world fo lax in difcipline, fo apt to ridi- 
cule religious tendencies, and to brand with 

Vol, II. C the 
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the appellation of hypocrify all that is feri- 
ous in the performance of duty, could fhe 
have perfeyered fo long in the pra&icc of 
every focial and moral virtue falling within 
her Iphere ? 

To the fliarae of Proteftantifm be it 
fpoken, I qucftion whether flie could, if fhe 
had not been bred up a Romanift ; a par- 
ticular, which, I believe, efcaped the men- 
tion, when I delivered fome anecdotes .in 
Mifs Melmouthfs life. You have now 
then to learn, that, the uncle being of that 
pommunion, the niece of courfe was bred 
up the fame way ; and that Mrs. Evans, 
by her converfion to popery (the which lhe 
embraced foon after flie took up her refi- 
dence with Mr. Apozem, and the more 
readily, becaufe of the indigence which her 
hufband had experienced, in his fervices, 
as an official in a church, whole portion to 
the mod diligent and deferving, though 
leaft diftinguilhed, among her fervants, is 

poverty 
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poverty and contempt) greatly contributed 
to render Sophia more fixed in her religi- 
ous principles : as, whatever belief women 
give into, they are generally fincere ; and 
where they believe fincerely, they recom- 
mend zealoufly ; and zeal well managed is 
feldom inefficacioufly exerted, even againft 
the prejudiced and obftinate •, much lefs is 
it fo where the young and docile form the 
fubjett to be wrought on. 

But, although Mrs. Evans was a Catholic 
confirmed, (he defpifed the bigotry of 
fuperflitious zeal, and taught her lovely 
pupil to defpife it alfo, and to view Chrifti- 
anity, not as a fcheme contrafting to bene- 
volence, but as a plan which rendered it 
expanfive as fpace itfelf, and diffufive as 
light; as a plan which proved a refinement 
on "the moft refined morality •, and which, fo 
far from obfcuring the beams of reafon, was 
itfelf the fun, whofe brightnefs, reflected, 

C 2 ferved 
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fcrved to give them birth and energy, to 
Ihine with a lefs doubtful light. 

Thus rationally religious, and religioufly 
rational, did this worthy woman train up 
the young Sophia to the pradtice of pious 
and moral habits; habits, whofe power, 
improved by rcfle&ion, difplays itfelf in 
the moft amiable exhibitions of virtue, and 
a beautiful uniformity of conduct ! 

It muft, however, be acknowledged, that 
in the latter it was Mifs Melmouth's pecu- 
liar misfortune to fall fhort of confiftency, 
by her confenting to what in the event has 
made her the moil unfortunate of women. 
But, had this event not followed, the a6t 
would ftill ftand equally culpable; for, 
deftitute and dependent as fhe had been in 
the father's family,, her acceding to.many 
the fon clandestinely was the height of in- 
gratitude. 



« 



And 



THE FAULT WAS ALL HIS OWN. 39 

" And therefore, my dear Sophy, (halt 
" thou do penance in a cloifter for thy 
" pains ; that is, if it fo pleafeth thine own 
" inexorability. 

" For me, my good friend, I am ready 
" to grant thee a reprieve, and to indulge 
" thee with the liberty to range at large in 
" a world, where, nothwithftanding thy 
" crime, thou fhalt yet feem a faint in com- 
u parifon. Acknowledge my candour, and 
" make ufe of my grant. Piety feldom 
" carries us from the world, but when 
* pride or difappointment gives the word. 
" Then flay, and fhew thyfelf the heroine 
" which I have always thought thee. Hu- 
w man perfe&lon can no more be expe&ed 
"'to be found complete, than human happi- 
<c nefs ; but always progreffive. We are 
" never more fenfible to joy, than when 
" we have deeply fuffered* So never are 

C a '' ' ."we 
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" his aim. Stepping, therefore, to reach 
" this degree, he lhot three beyond, and 
" by that means rendered his piece imper- 
" fe<5t as ever. 

" So thou, my romantic friend, after ar- 
" riving to fome little heights in virtue, 
" art for overfhooting the mark at once, 
€i by the execution of thy monaftic project. 
" But thou art perfuaded j I fee thou art, 
" by— .my own vanity declaring thefe rea- 
" fons cogent/* 



/ i 



What a length of letter ! and fcarcely a 
fingle Word to the purpofe ! — Now then 
for amends. Suppofing, Becca, I tell you 
how our lovers came to be fo long ignorant 
of the relationfhip fubfifting between them 
as brother and filler ? I really do not pity- 
Sir John Lifle. The fault is all bis own. 
A daughter was nothing. He would have 
a fon. Was Lady Lifle then fo much to 

blame ? 
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6kmc ? If hiilbands will be but of the 
way, can wives be upon their guard ? 

Apropos ; this moment come into my 
head •, and every thing elfe muft go out, in 
compliment to fo exquifite a fubjeft. Mrs. 
Gaymore!— Such a wife!— I forgot, or 
rather I was too fretful, to tell you any 
thing about her, the evening I went to fee 
her 5 that foolifti Dumont did fo mortify 
me, by the part he played at Mifs Fair- 
free's with Lady Betty Hobble, 

Ha ! ha \ ha ! Becca > and do* you do fo ? 
do you place the dear man at your fide, 
and never fuffer your eyes to reft two mi- 
nutes together on any other objeft, although 
the whole room fbould be full of people 
come to compliment the bride, and con- 
sequently to claim her attention the while ? 
the lufcioufnefs of fuch a fcene ! Yes ; 
the fond pair did nothing but : look the 
moft tender things at one another, leaving 

C 5 the 
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the company to provide for themfelves. 
It was too much to bear. We all won- 
dered how we came there j until a Lady, 
who fat next to me, pulled out a card, and 
read audibly what was upon it : 

<c Mrs Gaymore's Compliments to Mrs. 
4C Townley. Sees company, Tuef- 
" day, Wednefday, Thurfday, and 
"Friday, next week. Grovefnor- 
fC ftreet, Saturday morning." 

The hint had humour: it was taken; 
a fimper prevailed throughout the room ; 
and at laft a contention rofe, whether we 
had not all been before-hand with time, and 
come a day too loon. 

" It muft be Monday /" whilpered one. 

u It is Tue/day in my calendar !" cries a 
fecond. 

" And it is Fondleday in mine !" hinted a 

third. 

" And 



THE FAULT WAS ALL HIS OWN. 3S 

" All out !" fneered a fourth. " It is the 
"firftofjpril!" 

On this, more company coming in, wc 
all, with one confent, moved off, fcarce- 
ly able to ftifle a laugh till out of hear- 
ing. 

To fee a fine gay young fellow, lolling 
amoroufly at the fide of fifty-five ; and, 
what is more, at the fide of his own wife— 
to fee that fifty-five, that wife, tricked out 
with all the airinefs of youth, and behaving 
with a fondnefs at which modefty would 
have blulhed, even behind the curtain — 
faith, Becca, I am ready to give my own 
eyes the lye. How then fhall you give 
credit to the reports of my pen on this 
occafion ? 

Yet I cannot, notwithstanding appear- 
ances^ help thinking the phenomenon 

C 6 folvable, 
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folvable, and by this rule : obferve, firft, 
that old women in love are fools out of 
time •, therefore beyond the power of time 
to reclaim : and, next, in the vain, vanity 
will be gratified. 

Could a higher fcene of gratification have 
been found than what the prefent afforded ? 
Splendid rooms, luperb habits, numerous 
attendants, and all his own, through the 
widow's whim ! Aye, Becca, philofophers 
may talk as they will ; but the confciouf- 
nefs which a claim in things like thefe im- 
parts, is enough to overfet the fteady bark 
of wifdom, and create in her Ladyfhip her- 
felf a longing for wings, to mount with the 
crowd for the paradife of fools. How 
then could a young fellow,- who was al- 
moft in need, and with whom wifdom has 
not the leaft acquaintance, forbear indulg- 
ing the glow of triumph, on entering into 
the courts of abundance and luxurious 
eafe ? 

This 
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This dear, flattering, rattling town \ No 
time for the fpleen to rear her gloomy 
head ! The door goes thirteen to the 
dozen. Who can there be coming now? 

By all that is mufkal, Sir Thomas Tre- 
ble, and his brother the Captain, both in 
apparel as glorious as birth-day beaux! 
There is no refitting the dear attractive 
fight! I fly. 

WednefHay mgEt. 

And what do you think was the burthen 
of the fong ? " I will praife you, if you wilt 
#< praife me." 

*• While the mill goes, and while the wind 
" blows," &c. 

€i For ever on the fame firing? WeH f 

" Sir Thomas, you are certainly a happy 

u man. No wayward love of change rules 

" in your heart/' 

"Nor 
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« about, the world will be the gainer, £s it 
" will thereby receive a young man of wortli 
" in a capacity to be ufeful in his day. ' 
" Your fortune, Sir Thomas, is ample, 
" ancl wants no addition.!' — [I am half ii> 
love with this younger Treble, Becca.] 

Sir 7*. 7*.] "My fortune is ample I wants 
iC no addition ! Egad, Sir, if you do not 
• c know things better than myfelf, my for- 
44 tune does wants an addition ; and what 
" do you fay to that, my very wife brother ? 
" Do not J want to build a new houfe, and 
" to make a fruitful plain out of that barren 
" foreft which faces my feat in Gloucefter- 
" (hire ? If Sir John adopts any body in 
" preference to me, fplit me, if his daugh- 
" ter is not his own again I" 

Then, after going up to the bell, and 
ordering his fervants, he went off, leaving 
the Captain to my correftion. 

But 
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But I, gentle as the gentled lamb, could 
not reprove. 

And he, impatient as ingenuous defert, 
could not (lay to hear me approve at the 
expence of his brother. Away, therefore, 
he fallied* promifing, as he went, to call 
and breakfaft with me to-morrow morning, 
at which time he believed Lady Treble in- 
tended to fee me. 

" Adieu, thou lovely youth P* 

Heigh-ho ! what is the matter with me ? 
Surely, Becca, I am not in love ? — For a 
moment to confider. — No. I dare not 
truft myfelf with tnyfelf. — Let me go then 
to Sophia, with the news of what Sir John 
intends in favour of her brother. Perhaps 
this may diffuade her from her purpofe of 
turning nun in her youthful days. 

Immoveable 
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Midnight. 

Immoveable as a mountain ! ftedfaft as 
a rock ! Behold the letter which flie has 
written, on the fubjeft, to an acquaintance 
which (he made at the convent of St. 

C , where fhe and Lady Lifle were 

boarded for fome months, while Sir John 
Lifle went through fome of the French 
provinces, with his fuppofed fon, in their 
way to Italy. I have often heard her talk 
with the higheft admiration of the lady to 
whom (he addrefles herfelf in this epiftle, 
as a woman of ftrong fenfe, great piety, 
and incredibly unfortunate in the accident 
-which determined her in the putting on the 
habit of a religious, and commencing nun: 

" To 



> 

" nun of St. C 






My dear Eudocia, 

THE time is unexpeftedly at hand. 
" wherein it {hall be given us to renew 

" our 






it 
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our friendfhip, and unitedly fend forth 
our devotion from the depths of retreat. 
" Yes, my friend, like you unhappy in my 
" love, like you I court the aids of a holy 
" folitudc. Time was, indeed, when the 
" world fmiled, and bade us hope for 
" hlifs; but that time is no more. San- 
guine as youth, and romantic as fancy, 
we grafped at the beauteous phantoms 
which expectation formed ; but they en- 
" dured not the touch. Where we looked 
" for the fruition of our wifties, difappoint- 
" ment lurked unfeen, and ftung us to a 
" convi&ion of our folly* Shall not this 
Ci convi&ion render us refigned, and banifh 
u from our bofoms all ufelefs regret on 
" the quitting of fo deceiving a fcene ? And 
" fhall it not teach us to exult in a change, 
" which, from the perifhable and futile, 
" turns our regards, and fixes them on the 
" durable fource, the unwearied Difpenfer 
" of unfading blifs? 



cc 



Tell 
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" Tell me, Eudocia, tell me, if a wretch 
u like me caa look for confolations fo fiib- 
" lime ? Can I, yet frefli in my crime, 
u and prefent to the remembrance of it ? 
" accurfed remembrance ! oh| the dark in- 
* c . ceftuous deed ! can I refledk without hor- 

u rour on its exiftence ? A brother's wife 
" become the.fpoufe of God ! Diftra&ion 
" is in the thought ! Seize, madnefs, feize 
" me! root from ipy foul all hopes of 
" blifs ! Save me, Heaven ; O, fave me 
" from, defpair ! Bear me yet within fight 
"of comfort; and take my. teal? for wit- 
" neflfes of my contrition, and my ardour 
" for a defire of meriting thy love, by a 
44 more immediate dedication of myfelf and 
" all my affe&ions to thee, thou Fountain 
' of perfections unfpeakable and infinite ! ' 



(C 



. " And was it thus, Eudocia, that you 
<c mourned and refolved ? was it thus you 
" felt, on finding yourfelf to have been the 

" unfufped:- 
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44 unfufpe&ing objedt of a father's flame ; 
44 a father long loft, and found too foon 
44 for your repofe, though too late for the 
44 difcovery which madly hurried the con- 
44 fcious parent to make his life the for- 
44 feit for his ignorance ? Myfterious pow- 
€ 4 ers ! how impenetrable your decrees ! 
44 But thefe are human doings. Impelled 
cc through the reftleflhefs of defire, td 
44 pay an implicit obedience to our paf- 
44 fions, we impioufly exclaim againft Hea- 
44 ven, for giving us, with the power, the 
4C freedom, to aft. Unjuft and ungerier- 
44 ous man, be filent, or accufe thyfelf 
* € only ! 



c« 



We, my dear Eudocia, have but too 
44 much room for felf-accufation : you, in 
44 favouring the pretences of a ftranger, 
44 while you were in a ftrange land ; and 
44 preferring the plea of a foreigner, as 
44 your father then feemed, to the legal 
44 claims of one whom you had long 
.- . ■ " known 

2 
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" known, and whom by your aunt's will 
u you were intended to wed ; and I, in 
<c foregoing my uncle's choice of a hufband 
cc for me, and madly and ungratefully pre- 
* € cipitating to a marriage with the fon (fo 
" he then appeared) of him at whofe hands 
« I had experienced the moft hofpitable 
" treatment. How pungent the refledtion! 
" and, oh, my friend ! with what confu- 
" fion is the recolledtion of my own jw- 
" worthinefs attended ! 

" Yes, Eudocia ; this recolle&ion, be- 
u yond all the reft, is painful to me. 
" Where misfortunes and calamities are 
" entailed by the means of others, we can 
" bear up ; but, where we have a hand 
" in forming the load ourfelves, it is al- 
w moft impoflible not to fink under the 
" oppreflive weight. Merciful Father ! and 
" was there no other way of making me 
" completely miferable, but through my 
" own rafhnefs ? 

" Unhappy 
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44 Unhappy day ! moment ever to be 
t c regretted ! wherein I confented to this 
" fatal union, in oppofition to what my 
<c molt ferious thoughts fuggefted ! Scarce* 
" ly had the third morning appeared, bc- 
* ' fore vengeance overtook me, 

u The fcene is yet prefent to me ; the 
" fcene wherein the fatal fecret was dif- 

<c clofed. How alarming its opening, how 
" mournful its clofe ! In my mind's eye, I 
u now fee the houfekeeper rufhing to my 
" apartment, with looks of horror and dif- 
u may. I ftill hear her exclaiming, c Oh 
" loft, oh wretched pair ! for ever wretched ! 
" what have ye done ? Borne by the fame 
" womb, brought to light within the fame 
'* hour, the twin babes of a dcfpairing mo- 
" ther! oh ' I fhall go mad, diftrafired ! 
" Why, why, did I prove too faithful to 
" my truft, and hide the fond deceit ? And 
" why, rafh couple ! oh, why was your 

" paflion 
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" paffion concealed, to your own undoing ? 
" Every way miferable ! Heaven ! Ah ! 
" name it not* Heaven frowns at frauds 
" like this. Whither then fly for comfort ? 
« Whither—* 

" She could not proceed, for tears and 
" for groans. Sinking, therefore, on the 
" bed wherein xl was then lying, flic was 
" for fome minutes loft to the power of 
u utterance. 

" Hardly convinced of the reality of 
" what I faw and heard, I fancied all a' 
" dream. 

" But Eraftus, my newly-difcovered bro- 

u ther ! — oh, Eudocia ! it is not in words 

" to exprefs the emotions, of fear, <££- 

«* traftioo, and defpair, which at that mo- 

u raent fazed on his whole countenance, 

u and alternately triumphed in his varied 

u looks! 

u Relieved 
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M Relieved by the tears which fhe had 
u profufely fhed, the houfekeeper thus re- 
" fumed the difconcerting tale : 

" c Heaven forgive him ! The fault is all 
" bis own I For the long fpace of fixteen 
" years, did he either lie down or get up 
€< without murmuring at his childlefs ftate?* N 
€t And when at the laft a daughter [Lady 
" Treble] was born unto him, did he not 
" feem diflatisfied as ever, and ft ill keep 
" crying out for a fon, as the fummit of 
" his wifhes ? In lefs than twelve months 
" after, my Lady again proved pregnant 5 
" but, fearful of having another girl, and by 
" that means of lofing the affe&ions of her 
" hufband, whom fhe adored as a god, fhe 
" conceived the project, which has terminated 
" fo fatally, of bargaining with fome poor 
" woman, who had to go with child about 
44 the fame time as herfelf, for a boy, if a 
66 boy it fhould be •, whom Lady Lifle was 

Vo l. II. D « to 
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" to have, in cafe that (he herfelf (hould 
** be brought to bed of a girl. Jufl: fa it 
" happened. In thefe arms,, Sir [to Eraftus], 
" did I bring you down to my lady's apart- 
" ment, from your own mother's fide. 
* c Poor woman ! but for this agreement 
u made for her fon, fhe muft have perifh- 
" ed through the abfolute want of the necef- 
£% faries for her lying-in. Penurious, friend- 
" lefs, and almoft diftrefled for wherewithal 
ic to pay her way in an humble lodging, 
" fhe was found out by my Lady (to whom 
€€ fhe had been pointed out by accident as 
u an object of charity), and brought to 
" lodge in the fame houfe with us in town, 
M where her Ladyfhip only came -jufl: for 
" lying-in, and then to the country all die 



H 



year, 
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" ' Good God ! my mother ! cried I : 
" and did you know her, Mrs. Trufty ?' 

u c Unhappily, Madam, I did; and you 
a hear by what means. She had not been 



«c 



in 
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"in the lame houfe with us an entire 
H month, before flip was brought to bed 
w of yourfelf and Eraftus. Lady Lifle, 
« her midwife, and myfelf, were the only 
c * people prefcnt at the time. But her 
*« Ladyfhip did not hold it out two hours 
if afterwards, before fhe fell in labour her- 
u felf j and was foon after delivered of a 
** girl, whom I inftantly carried ta Mrs. 
cc Melmouth, and bore away her fon.* 

* c Carried to Mrs. Melmouth ! oh, Mrs. 
( * Trufty ! fay, and what became of the 
cc infant, placed in my dead,' exclaimed 
cc Eraftus with eagernefs. 

€€ € She died in two days afterwards,* re* 
€< turned the houfekeeper : and for you, 
* c Madam [to me], at the expiration of the, 
" month, you were placed with a nurfe in 
Cfr the country ; and my Lady took upon 
<c her to pay the woman fifteen pounds a 
f* year $> and lhe was punftual in this pay- 

D 2 <c menr 
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" ment while fhe lived \ which was only 
u three years afterwards. Her death was 
u fudden: or fhe would, I am well per- 
46 fuaded, have found fome means to per- 
u petuate the gratuity to your nurft. But, 
u as nobody was in the fecret while flie 
u lived, fo nobody fhared in it at her 
" dfiath ; to this day, I am ignorant of your 
" nurfe's name, and the manner by which 
" my Lady conveyed to her the ftipulated 
cc fum. But in her proceedings with Mrs. 
<c Melmouth, fhe was lefs referved* To 
" her fhe gave a hundred pounds, befide 
** fome prefents of value; and, taking me 
" along with them, fhe accompanied your 
" mother all the way to Dover, and ftaid 
" until we faw her take fhipping, and fail- 
€C ing for Flanders, where your father then 
" was. What became of her afterwards, 
u 1 never could learn ; no letters, that I 
u know of, having ever pafTed between 
" Lady Lifle and her. 



u 



After 
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" After this, we did but juft call in town, 
K before we went to Lifle-hall, and made 
14 Sir John the happieft of beings, in the 
" fight of a fon, whom he from that hour 
" loved as never father loved a fon before. 
i€ He could not have the leaft fufpicion of 
€i the legality of his claim to the aknoft- 
" worfhiped infant, as he had" not been 
" with us in town any of the time we were 
iC there •, owing to an accident, which cal- 
<r le'd him at that jundfcure to Ireland, 
fc where he had fome relations litigioufly 
" engaged in a procefs at law, about fome 
H contefted claims to a large eftate, 

u Thus happy in a delufion which no 
u longer exifts, how will a doating parent 
M be able to fupport a difcovery, wherein 
" his happinefs, if not his very being, is 
14 intimately concerned ? How fhall I,, who 
" have contributed to aid the deceit, dare 
" to meet his wrathful looks ? But, more 



cc 
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" than all, oh, my God ! how fhall I pre- 
fume to approach the tribunal of thy 
power, all-confcious as I am of what my 

" filence hath brought on this unconfeious 

" pair !• 

" Here, her eyes filling afrelh with tears, 
* (he haftily retired ; leaving in Eraftus 
" and me two figures motionlefe as amazc- 
w ment could ever pi&ure. 

" My furprize eading in a fwoon, I re-* 
u member little more, than my brother'* 
(landing by> with drops and water, in 
order to recover me from this alarming 
" fituation, That done, without fpeaking 
a fingle word, he withdrew ; his looks 
alone declaring the diftrefe of his fouL 



cc 
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u Left to my own fad reflexions, alt 
€< thoughts of meeting the eyes of my 
€C partner in this misfortune became infup- 
<c portable ta me. I therefore inftantly 



u haftened 



THE FAULT WAS ALL HIS OWN. SS 

"haftened to dre& me, and refolved 01* 

* privately dealing away to town. 

u Purfuatrtly, I got off, and, quite un- 
H perceived (as it was yet early ki the morn- 
<c ing and none of the fervants up), made 
u for z neighbouring inn ; whence taking 
•* a poft-chaife, I arrived in London early 
" the next morning. Alas \ I was not lefs 
•* wretched. The fame dcfolating thought* 
« continued prefent to me ; and the longer 
" I reflated, the lfefs comfort I found* 

* It is fb ftill. Hence, my dear Eudo* 
*• cia, hence, my refolution of vifiting 

* your fequcftered abode ; and, after the 
4* time affig ned for probation is complete, 
** to make one in your holy fociety for 
"life. From this refolution, not haftily 
M formed, but maturely deliberated, no 
"earthly power can make me recede ; no 
« human consideration can urge me to 
" forego k. 

D+ c *N<v 
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44 No, my friend, never can I confent 
44 to (lay in a world, which my prefence 
" cannot make happier, but which may 
44 be benefited by my flight. Eraftus is 
44 worthy of its regard. He fhall ftay in 
44 it, and find what reception my fortune 
44 entitles him to •, referving to myfelf a An- 
gle thoufand only, for the purpofe al- 
ready mentioned. He, Eudocia, rauft 
44 find his happincfs in an aftive life * fince, 
44 were he fo inclined, his religion forbids 
44 him to think on a monadic retreat. But, 
44 if there is happinefs in ftore for his mil— 
44 fated fifter, it muft be fought for in the 
i4 bofom of retirement, where my prayers 
44 (hall ftill afcend for felicity to that world 
" from which I fiie. 

w And do not even human friendlhips 
n k>vs the (hade ? Shall not then the fym- 
m pwhy which firft drew our hearts in 
** unifon together make this retirement 

*< fcem 
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" feem divine ? Yes, Eudocla ; abftradled 

« 

" from devotion, there is, there muft be, 

" pleafure in an intercourfe carried on be- 

" tween minds like ours. But, when taught 

" unitedly to afcend in grateful adoration 

" towards the throne of Him, the great^ 

41 the almighty Lord of all things, a friend- 

" fliip, before human, becomes divine. An 

u objeft fo- noble ennobles the meancft 

" mind, and leaves the greateft no ufelefs 

" capacities to regret. Other joys, in fil- 

" ling, fatiate. But thofe refulting from 

^ a life like this are eternal, as the fource 

"from whence they are derived. Wrap- 

" ped in the celeftial profpeft, my foul for 

u a while forgets her woes, and antedates 

w future blifs ! When will the moment ar- 

u rive, wherein thefe enjoyments fhall be 

" realized ? It is already here. 

" One hard, one painful taflc alone re- 
<c maining. The parting with friends and 
cc kindred is a talk, Eudocia, is a trial of 

D 5 " the. 
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€< the jnoft trying nature. That over, iay 
** friend, e^pedfc me to make no lopgpr 
cc ft ay in a world which hath ceafed (o» 
* charm 

" The imfprtunate^ 



" 5ophja. Melivtouxr 
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WeUv Becca, and what do you, fay ta 
all this? 

$ay? O,.youfay, tobefurfc M that tjr girl, 
* 4 is an enthufiaft, and will run r^ligion- 
" m^d by (he tipie that flie runs from Eng- 
* land to the convent of S& C-*~- .?' 

May be fo 1 yet I am }oth to prppotinee 
any thing on the ftrengtb of yow forefighv 
or my own. 

So, leaving it to time to folve the dif- 
££ulty> I leave you to wait the pleafure 

of 
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of time, for the confirmation or refutation 
of your conjecture qn this head; and* 
itfign myfelf to the arms of welcome 
rcpofc. 

Goodnight! 



M, Hawk £$ Br* 



If 6 EET* 
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LETTER XV. 

To the fame. 

Thurfday noon. 

BECCA, I really do not know what to 
fay, how to write ! I am in fuch a flut- 
ter ! Such a propofal! fo unexpected ! and 
fo unlikely to fucceed ! I wonder all thefe 
were not duly weighed before-hand ! I 
know not what to think about the mat- 
ter. He is a very fine, a very fenfible, and 
a very virtuous young fellow ; that is moft 
certain. His fortune and expectations too 
are what no reafonable woman can quarrel 
with. But — but, has he not loved another ? 
Well •, and have I not done the fame ? So 
far, then, there may be a moral fitnefs 
of things in the match. Befide, Sophia's 
refolution of going to a convent looks as 
if fhe wished her brother to marry. Then, • 

Sir 
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Sir John's adoption of him, and Lady 
Treble's urging the thing fo warmly to 
me— I cannot fay either yes or no thefe 
three days ; that I have infilled on. 

But, could you have. divined it? Cap- 
tain Treble is dying for Mifs Melmouth. 
He and his lifter- in-law are now with her, 
trying what they can, to diffuade her from 
the purpofe which I have juft communi- 
cated to them, about her turning nun. 
The Captain, it feems, has loved from the 
firft moment he met her, which happened 
to be at her firft going to the Bath with 
Lady Treble. But his own fortune not 
being very large at prefent, and Mifs Mel- 
mouth at that time having none at all, 
made him averfe from rifking a declara- 
tion while things remained in this fituation. 
But now, fince he has gotten a Colonel's 
commiflion in the guards, and -fince Sophia 
is worth twenty thoufand pounds (an 

abfolute turn in affairs this money makes, 

Becca!); 
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Bfecca!)} and fince, beyond all the refli. 
the dear creature is unhappy in a diial- 
k>wed marriage •, he generoufly offers her 
the chance of being happy in wedloc with* 
him. And a very good chance there is *. 
though I <an hardly allow the fellow any 
merit, for not' thinking me worthy of 
having this chance offered me, in prefer* 
ence of all the worlds when. I was fo near 
preferring him to all his fex. I am glad, 
that I did not go any farther than liking* 
Love would have been a fine thing, with- 
out being loved again. For all this, So- 
phia has my confent to have him. Any 
thing rather than this departure for life*. 
An amiable woman to. be cloiftered up 
all her days! It will never do.. The world- 
ftands toe much in need of good example, 
to admit of the feclufion of the leaft con- 
fiderable for virtue. 

So ! a break, fpite of myfelf ! : My mo- 
ther and Sir John Liflc, whom I left to- 
gether 
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gether in the breakfaft room, fend for me: 
down. I had ifeave to come up (lairs, ta 
delibemte. about the propofal made con- 
cerning Eraftus ; and do but obfcrve the 
life that I have made of the permiffion V 
Sit down^ and write all the whole time* 



" O rare: Marifk Hawkpfby ! 
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Afternoon* 

Prayi attend*. It is well worth your 
whiles or what can be fo P An intereftiflg 
conversation^ carried on a tri^ in the break* 
feft room, on a v-ery interefting point*. 
Matrimony ! O December, and all its 
glooms! 

MOT HE Rv 



** Weli* daughter, have you confidered 
about it ?: Sir John is impatient." 



sir j o h n; 

'* Not for a difapgwitpawV I hope,. 
« Madam*? 

PAUGHTER, 
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DAUGHTER. 

" Where the expectation is of our own 
H railing, if a difappointment entiles, whom 
" have we to thank for it befide our own- 
" felves ?" 

MOTHER. 

" Maria!" {angrily.) " Aye, Sir John, 
" times are ftrangely altered, fince your 
" days and mine! What was then reckoned 
" modefty and referve, is with the young 
" women of this wifer age termed fheepifli- 
" nefs and ignorance.** 

s i r j o H N. 

" Your daughter, Madam, has wit 
u enough, to ftamp currency on whatever 
c< mode of behaviour fhe chufes to affume." 



DAUGHTER. 

" I will fall into the old fellow's fchemes 
" for that !" (afide.) 



S IR 
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SIR JOHN. 

" May I prefume, Madam [to my own 
" Ladyfhip], on your concurrence to the 
" propofal jufl made ? Erattus is a worthy 
" young man ; and the circumftance of 
" his birth fhall make no difference in his 
" fortunes." 

DAUGHTER. 

" You are very generous, Sir John*" 

SIR JOHN. 

" To myfelf only in this. Oh, Madam, 
" after being happy fo long in calling foch 
u a fon my own, can I, in my declining 
u years, give up the mod flattering pri- 
M vilege of my exiftence ? No, Yet I 
•1 could wifti the deception had been con- 
u tinued. There is a fomething in inftind, 
" that wonderfully heightens affedtion, and 
* endears objedts to us beyond the power 

" of reafon to account for. Eraftus is ftill 

" moft 



44 
CC 
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u mod dear to me ; but the bare reflection 
of his being in any degree lefs mine- 
Gracious powers ! — But why exclaim at 
" them ? The fault was all my awn. They 
i4 gave me a -daughter. I cried out A fan t 
" I was mocked with the reality, only to 
" be made miferable in its flight*" 

MOTHER. 

" Good Sir John ! - you regard things toa 
V deeply." 

4U JOHN. 

"Oh, Mrs. HawkefbyF when we air 
" acceflary to our own misfortunes* them 
" is no end to regret. Of all reproach, 
u felf-reproach is the moft tormenting. 
" The pride of living to after-ages in my 
M own iflue, and of tranfmitting a glorious 
** name—" 

[ u A reiy foolifli find of a pride V 
thought I to myfelf. ** If people will 

«* lire 
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1 

"live for poftcrity more than for them- 
selves, who can help their poverty of 
"joy ?"] 

i( But, ladies," continued the proud man, 
11 my bufinefs here is not to intereft you 
11 in a misfortune all my own/* 

[" That cannot be," faid I foftly v 
" Eraftus and Sophia bear the greatcft fart 
« of it."] 

u Will Mifi Hawkdby i>e fo generous 
u at to crown defending worth utith her 
« fmilcs J" 

J> A V O H T E *; 

** Mifs Hawkefby would do much to 
<c oblige Sir John Lifle: but, till fee knows 
"whether any more than he would be 
<c obliged by her complying, can fhe be 
« explicit r 

s 1 a 
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SIR JOHN. 

" The retort is juft. Madam, your par- 
u don. Eraflus fliall come and follicit for 
"himfelf." 

MOTHER, 

" I wonder what the Captain and Lady 
" Treble have done with Sophia. The 
€t brother will be much influenced by what 
" the fifter does." 

SIR JOHN, 

cl Here they come. Well, Colonel* 
u what fuccefs ?" 

LADY TREBLE. 

" It is in vain to look for any, in con- 
tending with fo refolved an adverfary !" 



cc 



[The Colonel looked grave, and fighed.] 

Cl She will go to a convent. But flhe 
" wi(hcs her brother to marry. I men- 

" tioned 
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"tioned Mifs Hawkelby. € Would to 
u Heaven !' cried (he in a tranfport of joy, 
11 ' would to Heaven it might be fo ! I 
"love Mifs Hawkelby. But does not 
"ihe love? No matter whom. — Alas! 
" and is it the chara&er of love, never to 
cc be fincerely felt, but to our undoing ?* 
" added lhe, and in fpeaking let fall the 
" filent tear." 

([The Colonel feemed more and more 
agitated, to the end of the fentence.] 

MOTHER. 

" And ihe will go to France ?" 

LADY TREBLE. 

" Yes. This very next week, (he pur- 
" pofes to depart from England for ever.*' 

COLONEL. 

" For ever ! for ever ! The thought dif- 
" tradts me ; I cannot bear it." And fo 
faying, he left the room in an inftant. 

"He 
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M He is quite in love !" faid my mo- 
ther. 

« To madnefs !" replied Lady Treble 
€# What can be done ?" cried Sir John. 

u Bedlam is open," anfwered I. 

« Maria !" 

" Dear mother !" 

" Oh Mifs Hawkefby I ,f added Lady 
Treble (gravely), " had you but feen the 
" Colonel proftrating himfelf at the feet of 
%i our melancholy friend — " 

" I had laughed moft heartily, without 
" doubt," angered I. *' Imploring lovers 
4< are the moft flattering fools, the moft 
u foolifh figures ! And all for what ? and 
" for whom ? For themfetves* The in- 
* tereftod. creatures I Welly but* my deaf 

** Madam, 
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* Madam, pray go on with your pi&ure. 

* The Colonel kneeled ; did he ? And there 
45 he fighed ; and then he cried ! Happily, 
u he has but to die, and the piece is com- 
f< pletc. Here, you — to all whom it may 
u concern — come and behold for once 
u that excentric being .called lover, drawn 
<c at full length, and laid at full ftretch ! 
u Weep, ye virgins of Britain ! Weep over 
u his grave ! the trucft knight that ever 
Kc died for lady's fake ! O decorate his> 
u tomb with flowers !" 

" I had no choice, but either to rattle, or 
look as foolifh as the reft. Befide, to tell 
jfou the truth, I did feel fo me thing like 
jcaloufy on the occafion *, ^nd that might 
belp to animate the humour of rallying. 
A> little gall is abfolutely neceflary, to keep 
up the flow of wit. Though, by the bye, 
my good people were all fo amazed at this 
fhine of gaiety, that they could no longer 

> 

Hand colle&ed in fo many clouds about* 

me. 
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me, the fun •, the fplendour of whofe rays 
foon difperfed thefe difmalities (permit me 
the expreffion) from my fight. 

Sir John and his daughter went off, 
to be here again to-morrow ; and my mo- 
ther went to her own room. 

Suns do not love to fhine idly. So, by 
good luck, my brightnefs found in paper 
an objeft meet for reft* 

The dinner-bell rings. I muft away to 

drefs, and be drefled moft enchantingly 

becoming. Do not you think that Eraftus 

will be here in the evening? Nay, it is 

not that I think it worth while for that f- 

I have not a ferious thought about the 

matter. Though, Becca, I muftconfefs — 

all in good time — 1 fair and foftly is the 

fafeft way— I reckon too faft on my own 

inclinations, ever to be right at the end of 

the calculation. 

3 Eraftus 
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Thurfday night. 

Eraftus has been here, and has been* 
making fuch an intereft in my heart, as 
generous worth, accompanied with genteel 
behaviour, can never fail to infure, 

" Madam," laid he, in the fweeteft voice* 
and with the moft perfuafive air, " I am 
"come to make a declaration, which I 
"would not hazard to any woman upon 
4C earth befide yourfelf -, my filler ftanding 
u as the fole exception." 

[I felt prodigioufly fluttered.] 

" Sir John, Madam, has, I fuppofe, in- 
" formed you of the meafures which hi* t 
truely paternal zeal has been concerting 
in. my favour?" 






.+- 



" He has, Sin 1 * [A little more com- 
pofed.] 
Vol* II. E "And 
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" And likewife of the condition where- 
u on they muft depend ?* 

i 

" He named no conditions to me.** 
cc Not that of my marrying ?" 

1 [I was quite difconcerted, and could not 
anfwer a word.] 



cc I fee, Madam, by that look, that you 
" are not ignorant, at leafl: fo far as re- 
«' lpefts yourfelf in the affair." 



€€ c;- p* 



Sir!' 

" Nay, I confefs, Madam, that you may 
" without vanity fet ftore on your alliance; 
fince it has been fo eagerly fought by far 
more diftinguilhed perfonages than thofe 
u who claim your attention on that fcore at 
" prefent." 

[« Bids 



cc 
cc 
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(" BJefs me," thought I, " where will 
Cc all this end ? Should he draw me to the 
" point before I am aware !"] 

" Your own merit, Madam, indepen- 
** dent of a fplendid fortune, might render 
u you an objeft with half mankind." 

[" If that half had eyes," laid I to my-, 
felf, " I think I might be looked at, not 
" altogether for my merit, but — " I glanced 
my eye towards the glafs, and found the 

opinion had fome foundation there 

44 but "for my perfonal attra&ions."] 

" But the more 1 am convinced of this 
" merit " pitrfued he. 

£" The more you mud be in love with 
rt the pofieffor-, that, I fee, is a thing of 
" courfe," cried this fame felf. J 

" The lefs capable I am of deceiving 
« you, Madam, with the appearance of a 

E 2 4< paflion, 



76 THE FAULT WAS ALL HIS OtTN, 

" paffion, whofc reality I can never transfer 
" from the object where unhappily it has 
" fixed for life." 



CC 



Really, Sir, you have given yourfelf a 
great deal of unnecefiary trouble* If to 
€( undeceive me was all you aimed at, I 
" was not deceived into an opinion of your 
" making a declaration like this ; or I could 
a have undeceived you time enough to 
•* prevent this ufelefs precaution." 

<c Dear Mifs Hawkefby, forgive mc. If 

€€ I have offended, attribute it to the af- 
" furance which has been given me of your 
" readinefs to comply with a propofal made 
Ci to you on this head by Sir John in the 
€c morning." 



44 Sir John was very confident, to fuppofe 
€c itj and I muft refcnt " 



CC 



Nothing that is well intended. Come, 
Madam, ftay fomc minutes longer, to 

"hear 
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" hear what more I have to fay ; and then. 
11 refent as you fee occafidn." 

I fat down, not well pleafcd, yet big with 
cxpe&ation. 

<c You fee before you, Madam," con- 
tinued' he, " a young man, made wretched 
4i through his own rafhnefs. Yet Heaven 
* forbid that he fhould be capable of mak- 
'< ing others unhappy through deceit ! On 
f c the condition of marrying, and marrying 
*• you, a large eftate and a diftinguifhed 

name wait my acceptance. But, had I 
14 no Other objedtion to be connected anew 

in the bonds of wedloc, thefe confidera- 
" tions were fufficient to deter me. Has 
i€ not Sir John a daughter of his own ? 
" is (he not united to one who may rea- 
" fonably expedt the meafures concerted 
<c for me to be taken rather in his favour ? 
u and (hall I then mar his expeftation \ 

can I, an alien, ftep in, to the prejudice 

E 3 " of 



u 
u 



« 



(4 

<C 
1C 
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<c of the claims of blood ? Lady Trebk 
" may have (ipns. To one of them let the 
anxious grandfather transfer the diftinc- 
tions partially defigned for me. No, 
Madam •, I never can or will voluntarily 
" fubmit to an obligation* which would 
" fink me to abjeftnefs in my own eyes. 
" And it is there, and there only, that I 
" look for true diftindtion. How the world 
" fhall be difpofed to regard me at this 
€€ change of fortune, excites not my anxiety. 
" It fufEces me, that I cannot be unhappy, 
« while I carry with me the confcioufnefi 
u of being an honeft man." 

[" The nobleft work of God !" faid I 
to myfelf. " I wifh the fellow was lefs of 
* c the philofopher, and more of the lover. 
u 1 like hitp more and more."J 

; " As an honeft man," added he, " I 
" wifh to be regarded by you, Madam \ 
" or I hardly had been at all this trouble 

u to 



." j 
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c * to convince you of my incapacity to in- 
ct jure the woman who has merit enough to 
** attraft my efteem, by the offer of a life- 
** Ids hand, through the mercenary mo- 
** tives of intereft." 

€t Your generality, Mr. Melmouth, 
'* charms me. Would to Heaven, that 
"you had been fortunate as you are truly 
« noble !" 

\ 

Would you believe h, Becca, he made 
no other reply to this, than a bow. But 
what expreffibns of modefty and manly 
worth beamed from his eyes, while he was 
making that bow ! I fhall never forget 
the amiable figure he formed at the time. 
Could any woman do lefs than like higi ? 
Who then can blame Sophia ? So elegant 
in his perfon, fo accomplifhed his man- 
ners* fo juft in his fentiments, and fo ele- 
vated in his understanding! 

- I E 4 Oh, 
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Oh, Becca ! but nature is too fparing in 
her higheft prod u& ions, for me to hope- 
Nothing •, the expe&ation is chimerical •, 1 
will not indulge it. An Eraftus was too 
precious a gift, to be engroffed by one. 
Unconneftcd and alone, therefore, he ftands 
for the admiration of many, the imitation 
of fome, and the envy of all. 

When I perceived the effe& of my com- 
pliment, and how unlikely it was to renew 
the converfation, without a degree of dul- 
nefs, now ii had ceafed to intereft, I pro- 
pofed fending for Sophia down. 

The propofal was heard with pleafure. 

The fitter came^ A ferious fcene en- 
liied. It was the firft time of her brother's 
fpeaking to her, fince the conventual pro- 
ject had been difclofed. 



He 
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He would have difluaded her from the 
purpofe i and (he, in the event, perfuaded 
him to acquiefce in it *, and to be her cfcort 
to France, for which place it was agreed 
that they fet out on Wednefday next in 
their way to Dover, if no ftrenuous op- 
pofition fucceeded on the fide of Sir 
John. 

Poor Colonel Treble ! and poorer I ! 
Loft to all hope, what have we more to 
fear? 

Another line like this, and you will want 
no confirmations of my being a confirmed 
fool! 

No peace for a maid in her own cham- 
ber ! What can my mother want with me 
low? to expoftulate? No; (he weeps: 
;>ut her face is not the face of anger. 

E 5 My 
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Midnight. 

My grandmother lying at the point of 
death! The fecond meflenger juft this 
moment arrived from Devonfhire. The 
houfe all in a buftle. We muft be gone. 
The horfes are putting-to. I have only 
time juft to undrefs, and drefs for my jour- 
ney. What to do with Sophia? Leave 
her here by herfelf ? No certainty of the 
time of my returning. 

" Madam, are you ready ? The coach 
? c is at the door 5 your mother is impatient.' 1 

. " I am ready in a moment, Fetch my 
" Brunfwick ; and bring it after me to Mifs 
" Melmouth's room." 

One in the morning* 

Left her in tears. Oh, Becca ! and fhafl 
I never fee her more ? My heart rends in 
twain for pity — of myfelf. I love her, 

lovt 



• 
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love her more than I could have imagin- 
ed ; and doat on her dear perfe&ions. How 
Xball I bear' her eternal abferice? I cannot 
bear it. I will return ; will accompany her 
part of her way; will— 



u Daughter! Maria! No feeling? 
w Keep me here on th? rack ? n 



44 Dear Madam. I come. 



Becca, farewel. 



»9 



M. Hawkisb 



E C LET- 
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LETTER XVI. 
To the fame. 

Honiton, May. 

JUST arrived. My grandmother ftijl 
living, but fpeechlefs. Her fenfes 
feem entire, by her looks, which are ferene 
and colle&ed beyond credibility. 

Her fervants are all in tears. The poor 
in the neighbourhood furround the gates, 
and on their * knees befeech Heaven to 
fpare them their benefadtrefs in life and 
health a little while longer. Her friends 
and relations crowd around her bed, in 
order to fee, as they exprefs themfelves, 

the loft of GOODNESS. 

My mother has not ftirred from her • 
fide, nor ceafed to fhed tears of the molt 
3ffe&ionate concern foj h?r expiring parent. 

I too 



» \ 
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« 

I too feel moft tenderly. But arc my 
feelings for the dying perfon, or for my* 
felf? • ' 

Oh, Becca, with all our vanity, what 
are we ? Gafping and pale in the arms of 
de^th, whither is the remembrance of our > 
triumphs fled ? Whither the confeious glow, 
the fmile of complacency, which quickened 
tjvery feature, and brightened every glance, 
each adding new beauties to the beauteous 
face? Alas! Look to yon bed. She, who 
now lies nigh lifelefs ftretched upon it, 
will convince thee, vain woman ! that, tran- 
fient as thy own exiftence is, thy beauty 
is Hill more fo. 

Summoned to attend in the fick room ! 

Five o'clock. 

Becca, fhe is no more. The good, the 
lage, the benevolent Honoria, is already 

numbered 
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numbered with the dead. Good God! 
what a fccne ! My mother inconfolable ; 
n>y uncle fpeechlefs through grief* #$ 
daughter, who has been bred up by ber 
grandmother and mine, fainting with ex- 
cels of for row; the fervabts in amazp fleck- 
ing together, as if they could no. longer 
{ubfift apart, now fhe, their h£ad, is gone* 
I cannot Hand it, • , 

Nine in die evening* 

Why do I keep writing on in this houfe 
of mourning ? why delight in communi- 
cating gloomy reflections and fcenes of 
forrow to you who are furroundcd with 
thofe of gaiety and gladnefs ? 

Long, my dear Lady Raymond, long, 
may chearfulnefs in her mod engaging 
forms furround your dwelling! and late, 
very late^ may it be, before mortality finds 
out your abode! 

But 
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But then fliould we feem ftrangers 
to thefe things when they come ? fliould 
death, the moft certain of all events, be 
ftiH the leaft expefted ? Thus treated, does 
he not become more formidable in our eye ? 

Becca, let us confer with him: then 
may we ceafe to tremble at his approach. 

Let us view that deferted manfion ; once 
the abode - of the nobleft mind ; now a 
prey for the lowed reptiles ! once the de- 
light of every eye, now the dread of all 
who view it ! Oh pride, pride ! and doft 

thou yet reipire ? 

# 

My coufln here ! Lovely creature ! how 
her tears become that face of innocence ! 

ft&dnight. 

Sweet girl! in fear of my over-affli&ing 

myfelf, (he ftaid with me a whole hour! 

I was 
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I was delighted with what (he faid, though 
that was but little: yet, little as it was, 
it indicated a great deal of feeling and 
goodnefs in the fpeaker. 

Her grandmamma was prefent to her at 
every word. With her brought up from 
her earlieft infancy, her mother was lefs 
dear to her. 

"Oh! how* (hall I now afpire to the 
u heights of virtue ?" cried (he, <c My 
u guide and infpirer is no longer here, 
" to lead me on in the dubious way. But 
* l her example can never, never, depart 
" from my foul. No, my deareft coufin, 
" never can I forget her worth, her unaf- 
* c fuming greatnefs, the extent of her be- 
" nevolence, and gentlenefs of her fway ; 
" a bleffing confeflcd to all within her 
t€ fphere ! How lhall I, who felt her in- 
" fluence more nearly, ceafe to regret her 
« death r . . . 

And 



v» 
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And all this from the mouth of fifteen ! 
Twenty-five bluflied at the thought, and 
flied the confeious tear, 

I. then killed the unaffedted mourner; 
iad her good night, and ordered her maid 
:o conduit her to her bed. I would have 
:ompofed myfelf for laying down in mine * 
)ut deep kept aloof from the too-reflefl> 

ng bofom. 

» 

I will but fee my mother, -and then try 
gain. 

Two in the morning. 

I found my uncle and her fitting toge* 
her, both deeply engaged in moral re- 
lexions on the tranfitorinefs of all human 
:hings. Before I left them, it was agreed 
that we accompanied the former in the 
morning to his houfe, which lies near the 
fca. 

Time, 
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1 

Time, thought I, is a fca, wherein the 
rivers of grief become abforbed, and are 
no more feen dreaming down the mourner's 
cheek. 

r It is well ordained. Joy mortal, fhould 
forrow be eternal ? But, to forget that 

" Such things were, and were moft dear to us !" 

to forget them fo foon!— I will not, while 
1 am in the houfe. 

Now for one other look, humbling t 
jtfpud nature. 

Three o'clock 

Ha! guard me, Heaven! Do I fee? 
or is it all a dream ? Still they fhine ;, ftill 
my ears are charmed with founds unknown* 
They Hand guarding the favoured corpfe. 
Angelic vifion 1 

I wanted the courage to look into the 
aweful room. Sinking, therefore, on a 

couch 



IE FAULT WAS ALL HIS OWN. 9 » 

in the adjoining apartment, I flum- 
and was rouzed by what fancy pre- 
•in a dream. Still I can hardly be- 
t lefs than real ; and ftill I want the 
re to be convinced. Every ftep I 
or that purpofe is attended with hor- 
ocpreffible. 

$ weaknefs, to be thus ftartled at fha- 
of our own creating. I will go. 

Mffible! My legs totter, my feet 
le in the eflay. 

rhou, who art Strength everlafting, 
£ me, while I feek for reft to my 
led thoughts in the amis of deep I 

M. Hawkesby, 



LET- 



$1 THE FAULT WAS ALL HIS O Wtf. 



LETTER XVIL 



To the fame. 



My uncle's houfe» May/ 

PLEASANTLY and airily fituated! 
A fine view of the fea ; plenty of fiih 
for the table, and (hells for the grotto, of 
which there are a couple of very pretty 
Ones in the garden. The gales, blowing 
for the moft part pretty brifkly on this coaft, 
have done their part in whiffing off our 
grief. 

It is not yet full two days fince we have 
been here ; and yet my poor grandmother 
lies as much forgotten as if {he was already 
three yards under ground. We talk of her 
indeed at times ; but it is chiefly in her be- 
quefts. We are likewife preparing to go 
in mourning for her j but ftill we meet at 

table, 
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>le, and not for nothing. The diflies are 
t carried the fuller away for our mourn- 
; ; nor do the glafies ftand (till. 

[t is true, that the laugh does not go 
md ; nor do I know that it ever is the 
lorn here for it to go round, joying or 
eving j this being, as far as I can fee, 
laughing family, I know very little of 
having never fpent much of my time 
a part of the world fo remote and joy- 
1 as this is. My uncle, however, has 
rn often with us in town. But I can 
jre you, that, for his own part, he is no 
mocritus. His manners are folemn, his 
en is ftately, and his morals are auftere 
the do&rine he preaches. 

His wife, the daughter of a neighbour- 
r {quire, and a reclufe in her education, 
to the full as folemn as her huiband, 
thout his licence for being fo. 

Then, 
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. Then comes a train of children ; the 
eldeft of whom I have defcribed in her who 
formed her grandmother's charge. She is 
by far the moft amiable of the groupe* 
and happy I think myfelf, in having her 
for my companion in my noon-tide ram- 
bles. In the morning, I walk by myfelf ; 
it helps reflexion : at night, there is no ef* 
caping the whole tribe, confiding of my 
uncle and his curate, my mother, aunt, 

and pert little coufins. 

What fliould I do, but for Lifetta [the 
eldeft: daughter's name] ? She, grateful girl ! 
ftill keeps her grandmother in mind ; and 
mourns, to a degree that, I hope, will atone 
for us all in our ftrange infenfibility. I 
think I fhall bring her back with me to 
town •, but her extreme youth is an ob- 
jection, not with humanity, which will not 
fee the poor girl left here to break her 
heart among things fo unlike herfelf as the 

brothers and fitters are. 

I do 
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I do not think that we fhall be in town 
before a week is clapfed. I am forry for 
it, rery forry. I have been expoftulating 
with my mother on the fubjedt; but all 
to no purpofe. She talks of decorum, 
politenefs, and fuch other infurmountable 
Dbftacles. But I could get the better of 
them all, in fighting my Sophia, if I was 
differed but to try. I cannot bear the 
thoughts of her going to France, efpecially 
without my feeing her. 

In confequence of this impatience, I 
wrote to her yefterday, and have intreated 
her to ftay till my return. Before I left 
town, I earneftly defired that fhe would 
follow me in a letter dire&ly ; and gave her. 
for that purpofe my direftion to my grand- 
mother's. I am furprized that this letter 
is not yet come. She very likely waited 
to hear from me firft, and for fome in- 
cidents to enliven her narration 5 and fo 

far 
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far the wench is a witch. I do exped fomc- 
thing of that kind ; as I look for the ab- 
solute death of Lord Amaranth, the fick- 
nefs of the Governor, and the total flight 
of my dear, dear, Mr. Speedit. 



s 



" And Dumont, Becca ! Nothing of 
€f him ?" — He was before-hand with me 
in flying. I am a little vexed at it. But— 

** O, my dear little coz, is it you 
" coming ? with a fmile too ! What haft 
« thou ?" 

u A letter.** 

" A letter ! Give it me. 1 * 

How archly (he looks in delivering it I 
She fhall go to town, Becca. But let me 
fee. Sophia's hand ! Charming S 



*< 



To 
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" To Mifs Hawkesby* 



" at Lady S 



"H Hall, 

" Devon. 

London, May. 

" FROM one gloomy fcene to another! 

"from a melancholy friend to a dying 

" grandmother ! It is too much ; and I 

" can hardly prevail on myfelf to acquiefce 

" in the commands you left with me for 

u writing. Alas ! my friend ! what can 

" I write ? is it in the nature of diftrefs, 

u to communicate delight ? And to diftrefs 

" I am for ever doomed. Yes, Maria 1 ; 

" Sir John Lille curfes the day that gave 

" me birth ;'my name is become hateful 

<c to his ears. He wifhe$ me gone. But 

" for me, be ftitt bad bad a fon y real, thr 

" imaginary * tbe title in him figntfild not 9 fi 

"long as tbe claim remained uncontejledty 

VfrL. II. F " bis. 



9* THE FAULT WAS ALL HIS OWN. 

"his. How unfortunate am I, to have 
" occafioned this fatal difcovery ! how un- 
41 happy, in my brother's ftanding out 
<c againft what Sir John propofed, concern- 
44 ing the adopting of him ftill for his fon, 
*' on condition that he promifed to marry ! 

44 Lady Treble, who has been with me 
u all the morning, is not much more at 
u cafe than I. Her father defpairing j 
" her hufband flying out at the indignity 
44 offered to him, as a fon-in-law, in the 
" propofed adoption of Eraftus % and the 
" Colonel ftill continuing to befeech her 
u on my account. It is diftrefiing. What 
44 can X do towards the reftoring of the 
4< ;tr^nquillity of fo dear a friend? Much 
44 would I facrifice. But not all. My 
41 confeience mud be facred. Can t then 
" think on a fecond marriage vow? [That, 
" it is fuggefted, would influence my brtv 
4< ther to comply with terms, and make 
J* his reputed father the happieft of men.]— 
3 "Ah! 
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tt Ah ! no ; never ! Let me feem Ungraje- 
"fa], rather than prove di (honed. The 
" Colonel is a worthy man. Shall he, 
11 in recompence, receive into his arms 
" an unimpaflioned woman ? 

u You, my dear Maria, who know what 
"it is to love, and love unhappily, may 
" pity me in this cmbarrafiment of circum- 
u (lances. You, who have humanity, tan 

* foothe me with your words. Oh, write ; 
•^and impart comfort to my foul, in the 
u wifdom of your counfeL I am beyond 

* meafure miferable. 

u It is folly •, it is madnefs. Should af- 
u fii&ion laft as long as the longeft life, 
a ftill muft it have an end. Does not your 
** departing grandmother admonifh you of 
"this? 

■ 

u Eraftus came in. Incredible! (will it 
«* feem othcrwife to you ?) he perfuades 

F 2 "me 



cc 
u 
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44 me to liften to Colonel Treble. He pro- 
"^ably may have altered his mind, and 
44 thinks of. marrying too. I could not 
44 interrogate him on the fubjedt, for the 
44 grief I felt at the thought of his fup- 
poling me fo much woman, as to re- 
folve, only to recede. We parted foon 
44 afterwards, and in- filence. 

Afternoon. 

€4 The houfekecper juft gone from in? 
C4 forming me of a ftrange gentleman, who 
44 has been twice to-day enquiring after 
44 you. He had fomething of importance 
44 to communicate ; but it muft be com- 
44 municated to Mifs Hawkefby only. He 
44 afked for your diredtion ; but the houfe- 
" keeper would not give it him, as he re- 
44 fufed to give in his name. He is to call 
44 again in three days time. Will you di- 
" reft me what is to be done, if he follicits 
* 4 your addrefs anew ? 

" Lord 
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" Lord Amaranth, the Governor, and* 
" Captain Granger, have left their names. 
u Letters from the pod coming in, I hear 
" by the knock. I will inftantly ' inclofe 
* them in this, and fend all off, left fome 
" of them fhould be of more confequence 
" than the continuation of mine can be. 

u Lady Treble's coach flopping at the 
";door.— kAdieu ! J rauft diipatch this* be- 
^ fore ihe. appears, 

" From your 



'i. - * 



<c Sophia Melmouth. 



tt 



And I muft put an end to my packet, 
if I fend it off to-day; the man that carries 
the letters to the poft at Exeter being to let 
off as we (it down to dinner. 

It is on the table—" A candle! — 
u Blefs me, Diana, make hade. I want 

F 3 " my 
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« my dinner, as much as it wants me. 
44 You do not confider— I have loft my 
« fcal r 

« Will mine do, Madam ?" 



«« 



Anything! Fly/* 



«_* What cap, Madam, fhall I pull out 11 

«Nc* dreflcd? Well, never mind * 
u I will go down as I am. My aunt cat* 
49 not poffibly look more Iblcmn, if I had 
(( no cap at all. Here, here > take this 
* letter along with you.** 

Compliments to Sir George, frocn 



M. Hawresby. 



LET- 
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LETTER XVllU 
To the fame. 

May. 

IN my hurry o£ tianfcribing Sophia, 
letter, 1 forgot to tell you of thofc which . 

came indofed : among the reft, one from 
Dumont. Did not 1 tell you, Becca? 
Catch me in the wrong) An exce&rvt 
head at conje&ure ! But let us bear the kl 

low at his prayers: * 

a To Mifc Haw&esby. 

* M A D A AT r Calais, May. - 

" THUS far has the refolution I had' 
" taken, of never attempting to move yoa 
* more to companionate my unregarded 
u palfion, held me. Farther it cannot. 

F 4 * Sincere 



CC 



CC 

<c 

€6 
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" Sincere in an attachment wherein my 
€C whole foul is deeply interefted, is it pof- 
fible to perfevere in the refolution, which 
pride infpired, of wandering the wide 
cc world over, fooner than prefent myfelf 
u before you, the objeft of your perpetual 
€ c fcorn ? No ; already I retradt every 
•■ thought of advancing on a journey, which 
€i carries me dill farther and farther from 
u hope. Here then I ftop ; here I ftay i 
€C and here I may — die ? It canjnot, muft 
" ndt be ! Surely, Madam, thofe fmiles, 
<c which art never unfuccefsfully exerted, 
cc were not meant to deceive ? Thofe gen- 
" tie looks, which firft drew me to your 
" fhrine, and made me your irreclaimable 
€< worfhiper, will not now be converted 
" into glances whofe indignant beams fhall 
f c drive me to defpair ? Did you not once 
give me leave to hope ? Were not even 
the fettlements brought in ? Unaccount- 
able caprice ! all at once treated coolly ; 
u and I knew not for what ! Hence the 

" pique 
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f . : €c pique which induced me to play the cox* 
'} u comb's part with Lady Betty Hobble at 
" Mift Fairfree's ; hence my coming to 
w folemnly the next day to take leave, in 
tc order to difcover if I had ftill an intereft 
u in your heart, by your refenting the part 
u I played, and feeming to be alarmed at 
44 my fadden departure from England! 
u My vanity was humbled in the trial. I 
u vtovid not appear the fool I was> to my 
* domeftics. After having, therefore, pub- 
u Ufhed my intentions of going, I could 
f* got ftay 5 fince my choler, arHing at the 
u defeat ef my fchemes, mounted to a degree 
M that robbed me of all prefence of mind 
u for framing, a Ipecious pretence for put- 

* ■ • 

a ting off the concerted journey* 

u Behold me now moft wretched in re- 
iC pentance. I would inftantly return j but 
" not to mteet you triumphing in; my'folly. 
** Whither then (hall I go? where day with 
*• fecurity from ' tile invalidns oT fear and 

F 5 ^unwel- 
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« unwelcome thoughts ? You, Madam* 

<c you alone, can inform me. Shall I them 
a not yet hope ? ihall I not rely ? Amidft 
" all your flights, I have fcen the tear of 
M humanity benignly- gKftr ning in your 
w eye, whenever your heart has been 
44 wrought on by die fuflferings of real d£ 
u tret, or moved at die fight of fi&itious 
" forrow. Shall I then, and I only, a fi>b» 
** jc& of your compaffioo, appeal in vaa 
<c toyourpity? Shall I— But I have done; 
** If you have indeed pity, make k a wo* 
* of merit to extend it whore you any 
w dunk k die moft hard, by extending k u> 

"Madam, 

* Your fcpplkating 

^^numble fcrvant, 



P*S» I ftatt not leave Calais uns3 1 
* think k poffibk 6c a Sue fraanya* 
«*>ic*fcn*. A fiat, MaAain* ii 
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€4 you are refolved to be cruel, is only 
c * rcquefted. If you are not, write 
** nothing,; and your filence will ht 
" permiffion enough to return.** 



Mind, Becca, pray do but mind. Here 
is no direction for him fet down ; and yet he 
defires me to write, if I mean to difmifs 
him \ which I mod certainly {hall, for hU. 
prefumprion : but he mull take a journey 
to London for his enfranchiferpent. And 
if he complain, (hall I not have it in my 

power to tell him, as Sir John Lille's 
houfekeeper fays of her matter, The fault 
is alibis own ? Why did he withhold the 
means, in omitting to give me his addrefs ? 
The politic fellow ! Accidentally forgot on? 
ptrpofe! But it will not do, Monfieur 
Dumont, for all you are in France, your- 
contrivance is ftill Englifh. And then/ 
mark how ferious the man talks, in tbo 
body of his letter 5 nay,, how prdfujnpta- 

F 6 oufly.L- 
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oufly ! Does he not dare to think I have 
faults, by talking of my unaccountable ca- 
price ? This is treafon at noon-day ? And 
for afting it fo openly, the aftor's tale fhall 
be configned to everlafting night. Aye, 
but, Becca, when he talks of defpair and 
death, 

«< Dear heart ! dear heart ! 

€f What a merciful melting I feel!" « 

Well ; let him come, and fhew himfelf my 
irreclaimable worfhiper. Then I will tell 
you more of my mind. At prefent, I am 
for a walk. 

Run back one pair and a half of (lairs, 
to afk your opinion concerning the ftranger 
whom Sophia's letter mentions. Who 
knows who he can be, or what is his bu- 
finefs? 

. He fhall have my dire&ion. There can 
be no hazard in that. This inftant will I 
go and write to MifiMelraouth about it* 

It 
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Afternoon. 

It is done. A curious letter! Will 
ya have a fight of it ?— No.— Yes. You 
lay long. Here then I begin : 



€€ My dear Sophia, 



"I 



s» 



Cannot go on with another word ! 

Mantuamakers, milleners, as many as 
ie country will afford, in a row! Con- 
iifion ! to have the order of my thoughts 
Token in "upon by fuch things as facks, 
aps, cloaks, hats, ruffles !— Stuff! Non- 
wife ! Away with them all to the . 

But fee ! O, ten times worfe ! My mo* 
her and my aunt documentaUy appear- 

ng. 

" Oh, patience ! whoever has an ounce 

lc of it to fpare, beftow it here. 

r "Indeed, 
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" Indeed, Maria, I think as- my lifter 

* does about the mounting.. We will have 

* Turkey crapes lent for down*" 

«* Yes, indeed, coufin, we muft YacTt ibme 
m Turkey crapes lent for from London, 
" becaafe nobody here will know what out 
« caps and tippets are made of* 

* And then, daughter, I think there is aa 

* apparent oongraity in the thing." 

[ u Pompofo, and all his founds \" thought 
L u My mother does not come to a par- 
**- fern's hottfe for nothing. She leantf 
" words, and concatenates ideas, moft eir 
« quifitely facik*] 

M I lay, Maria, there a an apparent con- 



^gruity 



Nk 



«« Propriety, Madam, you mean.* 

"Surely, 
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w Surety, daughter, I know beft what I 
* myfeif mean: I fay, then, eongrtiky — * 

a Yes* coufiivmy fifter is right: by con^ 
" gruity ihe meam analogy ♦** 

[Oh Heavtenl what have Fdcswit upon 
myfdfJJ 

" Analogy* Yon are ngft^ fifter*" rc+ 

yenned my mother ; " for an analogy there 
" moft certainly does fubfift between white 
" crape and black crape*" 

"The colour only forming the aocktanttf 
u J&Screncc " replied my aunt* 

" So, daughter, that there is a congruity 
•* in things, not incongruous — " 

"That is, coufin, in things that ^1 
H not fpedfically incongruous 9 ' 

"And 
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"And here is no fuch thing," added 
my mother i " fince black crape is aM 
" the falhion for trimming, white crape 
£ appears vefy congruous in caps/* 

Better nothing than nonfenfe ! Reciting 
it has put me in fuch a breath, that J can- 
not refpire freely thefe two hours. I po- 
fitively muft get out by myfelf, fince I 
cannot find lungs for other people. '■ -. 

• " ■ N ! 

Afternoon* 

Good Heaven! how providential I The 
lives of two people faved, and faved through 

me! Glorious privilege f 

m ■ \ 

Leaving you, to go and walk, I in* 
* dulged the gloomy humour I was then in, 
by wandering a length of way unattended, 
until at laft I came to a rock, which, while 
its IKagged top and exteiifive domturi reach- 
ing far to the fea, deligHted the eye, 

yielded 
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yielded beneath a grateful cavity, inviting to 
nepofe, and affording fhelter from the noon- 
tide blaze. Hither bending my fteps in 
hafte, I took my feat, and enjoyed the 
charming coolnefs of the refrefhing breezes, 
which came richly fraught with odours 
ftolen from each flower which they kiffed 
in their way over the adjacent plains. 

Here fitting, and here refle&ing, I had 
almoft forgotten myfelf to the philofopher, 
or rather warmed myfelf to the poet. I 
found in folitude a charm inconceivable; 
and thought it poffible for happinefs to 
exift out of the crowd, and breathe three 
hundred miles from London. Upon this, 
I fell to planning a fcheme of fequeftration, 
and thought of nothing but the bleffings 
of retreat. " No giddy throng, no foft 
" alarms," faid I, " can here find ac- 
" cefs, to affault our peace. Here, all our 
f< own, we defy the arbitrary laws of mode, 

" and 
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" and live the life of reafon ! Here we 
" behold nature as fhe is, not as fhe ap- 
44 pears under the conduit of art ; and 
g * here we trace her in her various forms, 
" inveftigate her in minutefi productions, 
** contemplate with awe her majefty in the* 
u gntttf* wd find in the employ no end 
" to our admiration. Grateful procedure ! 
" when carried on in trutb > it terminates 
J 4 in the Creator's praifc^ 

A ihower of ndn > falling briikly dowiy 
and beating hard upon the rock, rouzed me 
to recollection, and put me upon looking 
whereabouts I was. Two miles at leaft 
from my uncle's houfe. No cottage nigh, 
that I could perceive; and> to increafe 
my confternatton, the rain increafed. The 
fides grew blacker ; and foon the thunder 
began to roar, the lightening to flafh. All 
nature wore ^ face of horrour. It was dread- 
fill to hear, and to behold. My fbliloquy 
<* folitude vanifhed. I few, fhuddered* 



THE FAULT WAS ALL HIS OWN. 115 

and wifhed myfelf, a thoufand times, in 
town. 

At laft, the ftorm began to fubfide. I 
looked at the fea, as it was coming up in 
all its pride to fill its fartheft bounds. As 
the heavens grew brighter, I continued 
my gaze more ftedfaftly along the vaft 
plaint of water extending to my view ; at 
a diftance beyond which the eye could 
not reach, I could juft perceive fomething 
like a cloud afcending, but in a form fa 
ftmnge as fixed my attention, until I faw, 
by the burft of flames enfqeing, that k 
iQVlft be the fmoke of a ftup on fire. 

Such the power of this glaring element 
to fix the fight, that mine had utterly over- 
looked a phenomenon to which my ear 
now guided my eye with aftonifhment* 
Hearing the cry of u Land" alternately 
repeated by two voices, I looked, and faw 
two men fwimming almoft dofe to me, 

now 
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now above, and now below water: half 
fainting in the effort, they fcarcely had 
ftrength to gain the fhore. 

I hardly know whether to attribute my 
emotions at this view to fear, or to cotn- 
paffion. But of this I am certain, that 
both played their part, in making me run 
off with a celerity incredible to myfelf. 
I never (lopped the motion of my feet, 
until I reached my uncle's houfe ; where, 
telling my tale with all the fpeed I could 
(which could not be great, owing to the 
interruptions I met with from the queftions 
of — <c Where have you been, Maria ?*—' 
u Lard ! Coufin, how could you go out 
u alone, to the fea fide too ?"), my uncle 
and his curate polled off with all fpeed 
to the place whither I direfted them. 

"Blefs me, coufin !" cries my aunt; 

.« here dinner has been waiting a whole 

half hour for you: and now we (hall 

" all 
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all be to wait twe hours more for our 
; dinner. What can your uncle do to the 
• men ? If they die, they die." 

" Indeed, Mamma," faid my fweet Jit- 
le Lifetta, " indeed, Mamma, it is pity 
1 they fliould. My grandmamma would 
'not have left them to die, for twenty 
1 dinners !" 

€ * Pi(h ! we (hall never hear the lafi of 
' our grandmamma !" replied the mother 
heeringly, turning to mine, and afking her 
:onfent to have the dinner up. 

In the mean while, I ftepped and or* 
tiered a couple of fcrvants to follow my 
uncle, and to carry with them a decanter 
of frefli water, and a bottle of drops which 
I gave them. 

" A bottle of brandy may chance to do 
™ more good 1 H . faid one of the fellows* 

"Take 
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« Take it, take it," returned I ; " and 
" fiy, ay with it off." 

" Suppofing, coufin," faid Lifetta, v we 
" ordered fome horfes down to the water 4 ! 
« fide after them ?" 

" A good thought ! Dear Lifetta, let us 
n do fo % quick, quick !" 

We had only time to do thi$, and to 
return, befofe we were fummoned to join 
our refpe&ive mothers at table. 

Interrupted.— Ha ! another letter from 
Sophia ! Let me fete, and what fays it ? 

4, To Mifi Hawkssby. 



•*0* 



London, May. 

M Received yours— forry that I cannot 
" comply with your requeft— it it impof- 
^fibte— muft be off ob a day after thH 

* c reaches 



44 
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" reaches your hand." [How ?] " It 
u is fo agreed. — May you be happy !— 
u Your friend cannot be wretched.— Re- 
ligion lightens heavier loads—. Sony only 
for the Colonel. — Cannot pity Sir John. 
u Flying in the face of Heaven !— Juftice 
" — acquiefcence — fuffering— it is moft 
€l juft. He who knows beft, can beft or- 
* f dab.— Man prefume to dictate! man 
€< to know !— Let the fubjelt be his own 
"imperfections." [Mighty moral, my 
dear !] — " He will always keep at home * 
M lift no voice but in praife * prefer nofup- 
" plication but for pardon * form no wilh 
%€ but for peace of mind I" [Hoi ! hoi ! 
hoi! Sophia!] 

"Farewel for ever!" [Diftraftion!] 
■" For ever I" [Repeat it too ! J— " Joy 
"guard your dwelling J— Health crown 
" your days 1 Sometimes bellow a thought 
" on the abfent • 

u Sophia Milmouth ! 

P*S. 
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« 
■ « 

a P, S. Hear from me again by Lady 
<c Treble, when fhe returns. She will 

<c fee me at the convent. My brother 
u and fhe go to Florence together. The 
" Colonel and Sir Thomas are to meet 
" them there, and bring her Ladyftiip 
u home, after fome little ftay in Italy. 
" Eraftus ftays behind ; intends for 
cc Turkey, fails back by way of Spain.* 

Evening, fix o'clock, 

" The ftranger here again. Sent down 
m your addrefs. 

Seven o'clock. 
" Mr. Dumont— this moment arrived— 
a intreated admittance— granted— a good 
€€ heart — a great deal of regard for you— 
44 unhappy at your abfence from town. 

44 Return, my friend ; make him bleft 
? in your hand. An honeft man is rare, 

"is 
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" is not the product that fprings in every 
"foil. A paflionate lover ftill more un- 
* common.'* [How knowing !] 



u Be happy, whilft you may ! 



» 



Dumont returned ! Becca ? But I have 
no time to throw away in thinking on him. 
Is not Sophia going ? going to-morrow ? 
Diflreffing! Were I to ride poft all the 
hours between this hour and that of her 
fetting off, I could not be in town time 
enough to fee her. — Uncomplying girl ! 
not indulge me with flaying fome few 
days? After all, friendfhip is but friend- 
fhip. Self holds out to the very laft. 

But where was I, previous to this in- 
terruption ? I would have recourfe to any 
thing, rather than remain in the humour 
which this letter has put me into. 

Scarcely had we rifen from dinner, when 
my uncle entered, 

Vo i,. II. G l c Do 
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« Do not difturb yourfelves," faid he -, 
ci I am come to fit down with you, now 
c< that I have fcen the ftrangers to their 
" beds." 



* To their beds ?" cried the 



€€ Yes, my dear," anfwered he. u Thejr 
u formed fights unfit to be feen by a 
M woman in your condition. So I had 
f< them conducted up quietly, along the 
€ c back ftairs, as we came by the back way 
u into the houfe. Poor wretches ! If their 
** &**? is of value, they are indebted to 
44 Mils Hawkefby for it. Faint and breath- 
44 lefs when we reached them, they lay flat 
44 on the ground, as if they had gained 
w their end in gaining land to die on* 

* The firft thing I cfid was, tQ open a- 
a veia in the arm of one of them, whik 
u Mr* Spintext was buly in the like oc- 
v ** cupation 
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"cupation with the other. Then the 
" feafonable coming of the fervants with 
" what they brought, in water and brandy* 
" helped us on admirably : but, above all, 
" the fending of the horfes after us was 
" the moft provident thing that could have 
" happened, as the ftrangers could not 
u poffibly have walked, and we were too 
€€ few of us to carry them ; and indeed 
u they were not in a condition to be car- 
" ried any otherwife than on horfeback ; 
•* for even now, there are but few fym- 
* ptoms of life about them." 

<c Dear Sir ! what prodigious diftrefs the 
u poor creatures rauft have been in !" faid 
Lifetta. 

u They have certainly fwum a great 
€C way ! w anfwered my uncle. 

I then told them about the {hip I had 

feen on fire, and the diftance it feemed to 

be from land. 

G 1 It 
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"Jt was evident that our fwimmers be* 

• c longed to that fhip," it was agreed by all. 

Mr. Spintext obferved* u that they could 
4C be ho common failors, by their hands" 
[rubbing his own at the time, and calling 
on them a confcious glance]. 

" Let them be what they will," replied 
my uncle ; " you and I, Sir, muft help 
to equip them. They doubted their 
(kill in fwimming, I fuppofc; fo threw 
off all their cloaths, except their linen." 



CC 
CC 



«C 



Lard ! brother ! No i" 



M Very modeft, I aflure you, for all that, 

" fitter ; they had drawers j and very fine 

^ Aim, which indicates them fomebody ; 

" not lefs than the white hand,^- hey ! Mr. 

" Spintext !» cried my uncle Oily. 



Spintext 
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Spintext made no reply, except with his 
eyes, whofe rays, falling perpendicularly on 
his hands, fpoke to his hands only. 

- On this, I left the room,* and came up 
ftairs, to write you an . account of this 
ftrange adventure. 

It is now tea time. I will attend ! but 
I can yet hear nothing of the ftnangers ; 
my uncle having given drift orders, that 
no one approach* their apartments wichout 
his leave ; nothing being fo likely to reftori 
them foon, as warmth and. quiet. * . ~ 

Evening. 

* My uncle is come from a vifit to his 
patients. They are both in a fine breathe. 
He thinks too that the face of the younger 
of them fhould not be unknown to him * 
but he cannot recolledt to whom the fea- 
tures belong. 

G 3 Mr. 
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Mr, Spintext has a notion that he has 
teen the elder; but it muft be as many 
years back as he can count. 

So that it is not at all unlikely but, what 
our ftrangcrs will prove no ftrangcr* in 
the event. 

All this while my grandmother lies quite 
undifturbed ! 

Well, Beccai we all of us IhgU have 

I«»ce, when We are paft the fenfe of ear 
joying it. 

We always (hould have fomething in 
profpedl : w hieh made me feize on this 
confolatory circumftance attending death, 
w order to keep up my fpirits w*hilft living. 

.l! ?* m0tlcy forms of g 00 * ^d evil, 
Plcafure and pain, wifdom and folly, mirth 

and 
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and forrow, does the fcene of human life 
prefent, that 7 am fome times tempted to. 
think it no diftinftion to be permitted to 
enter on the grand ftage of the world 
in a fool's coat, which all in their turns 
put on ; the difference confifting only in 
fome wearing it for life, while others do it 
but for a fcafon. 

My pretty coufin here 1 her face dream- 
ing with tears ! 

" What is the matter, Lifetta ? Pr'ythee, 
u my dear, be calm ; and do not quite 
" break thy little heart with fobbing," 

"Oh, coufin! oh! oh! oh!" 

€< Well, my dear j nay, pray, do not 
« weep fo." 



a 



My grandmamma — " 



G4 "Ycur 
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well-known voice! thofe fiaft bewkchi 



eyes ! thofe features formed by die hand 
of expreffion ! tbofc looks ! that air!— bat 

not that vivid bloom which once gave life 

to all the reft! 

No, Becca. As yet in amaze at Ms 
eficape from death and danger, bb v&gc 
retains the chara&crs of languor and fur- 
prize ; eipecially now that he is all aftooifh- 
ment at the difcovering of me in a place 
where he fb little expe&ecL 



I am called off. 



Adieu! 



Two in die afternoon* 

The ftranger, whom Sophia mentioned, 
as enquiring particularly after me in Lon- 
don, was a meflenger from Marcus ; whO| 
not being able to leave Naples on the 
day that he intended, charged his friend, 

who 
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who would be in England before him, with 
bme letters for me, which were to be de- 
livered to my own hands only. 

" Apprehenfive (he faid) of my juft re- 
w fcntment, he durft not approach in the 
w charader of lover, before he endeavour- 
u cd to make his peace by the pen." 

And, now I think on it, Becca, I cer- 
tainly (hould ftand up for my dignity. 

But this accident — and who could do 
lefs, that had as much feeling ? — has made 
me forgetful of every thing, but the af- 
feftion which I have fo long, fo hopelefsly, 
borne for this only man in the world form- 
ed for melting my proud heart to tender- 
nefs and love. 

Neverthelefs, I muft ftick up a little for 
my confequencc, now things are brought 
within reach. And fo I will, for my own 

G 6 fake. 
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fake. Toil fweetens pofleffion j and with* 
out difficulty there is no — 

So! eternally difturbed! 
* Well, Diana!" 

" Mr. G— , Madam, prefents his com- 
u pliments to you — thinks himfelf able 
" to take a walk in the garden, if you will 
" b$ fo good as to accompany him." 

• " I know not whether I lhall or no. M 

This no goes to my heart, I cannot 
aft up to it ! 

Five o'clock. 

Looks vaftly well- — a handfome parfon, 
had it been fo ordered! — Nothing belong- 
ing to Mr. Spintext has ever pleafed me 
before. I like his cloaths, now Marcus 
has a fuit of them on. 

My 



THE FAULT WAS ALL HIS OWN. ijj] 

My uncle was quite right, when he faid 
xhat the face which proved to be Marcus's 
was not unknown to him. 

. But Mr. Spintext was no conjurer with 
refped to the other gentleman, who fwam 
to fliore with Mr. , G — •, and who, it 
feems, propofed to this latter the quitting 
of the fhip which I had feen on lire, in 
order to make the effort they did for their 
lives; and happily with fuccefs. How I 
love him for it ! 

He has been Marcus's fellow-paffenger 
only from Lifbon. Very referved all the 
way, and namelefs. What can be the 
meaning of all that? He is not young 
enough to have a love affair on his hand. 

Yonder he is, in the garden, walking 
with my uncle. I have a ftrange inclina- 
tion to throw myfelf in the way. There 



N is 
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is a fomcthing in his countenance fo moving 
and melancholy, at the fame time lb hu- 
mane and tender, as ihterefts me wonder- 
fully in his favour. 

Evening. 

Becca, hear and admire! Adore with jne, 
thou moft beloved of friends, the Power 
whole divine interpofition hath brought us 
all fafe to the harbour of happincfs at laft. 
Yes ; we all of us (hall be moft blefled : 
the recollection of paft unhappinefles will 
heighten the felicity of our future days, 
in the fweet confcioufncfs of their having 
l)ccn borne, combated, and overcome. 

Thus charms the fplendour of the op- 
pofed fun, when it conquers, and the hea- 
vens become all its own. 

Sophia — no, Mifs Melmouth — (hall 
be happy in her Eraftus, and he in his 

Sophia ! 

Sir 
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. Sir John's fchernc of adoption fljall go 
on as he wifhed, and beyond, to fys un- 
fpeakable fatisfa&ion. 

Lady Treble fhall find herfelf the gainer 
of two, by the lofs of one. To her joy 
and furprize, ftie will find a lifter in the' 
friend y and a brother in the filler. 

u Aftonifliment ! But how ?" 
I will inform you* 

How unlucky ! What can be done ? 
never come into my head till this moment ? 
I muft fly this inftant — can never be in 
time ! oh, for a light-winged Hermes, in- 
ftead of thefe heavy-heeled horfes, to fly 
on affairs of love ! If the wind favours, they 
will have failed from Dover before any 
difpatches can reach that place. Had this 
incident happened two days fooner ! This 
was the day they fet out for France ! 

The 
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. The whole country, men, horfes, mules, 
and all moving things in it (hall be muf- 
tered up, but I will have the melancholy 
groupe feized at Dover, and brought laugh- 
ing back to London. 

To London? No; they fhall be brought 
hither. This place is endeared to me, by 
the meeting of Marcus in it. It fhall be 
therefore as my uncle pleafes. 

" He muft," he fays, " have the mar- 
iC rying of us." 

Marrying ! Becca, marrying ! How 
came that binding word to pais fo uncon- 
firmed from my mouth ? Have I not laugh- 
ed at, have I not protefted again ft, mar- 
riage ? — With all but Marcus ! — Oh, Becca, 
could you but behold the raptures that 
fparkle in his eyes at the profpeft, you might 

guefs 
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gucfe at what pafles in the happy bofom 

of your 

M. Hawkbsby. 

P. S. 

I ftiall fend off this letter with the mef- 
fengers that I am going to difpatch for 
Dover, and order them to leave it for 
you at youf father's feat, which will be 
in their way. 



LET- 
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LETTER XX. 

To the fame. 

Way. 

"DECCA, you can tell; inform jnc, 
■* - * Do we fecm to breathe in the feme 
climate after marriage as before ? It would 
be terrible palling from the torrid to the 
frigid zone at a leap. Well * but I will 
not think on the terrible, now that all 
looks fo refiftlefsly inviting. And there 
I flop lhort (a pleafant fpot enough to reft 
on!) to tell you my tale; or rather, to 
finifh, or make out, the tale I delivered 
to you, in fome preceding letters, concern* 
ing Sophia's fuppofed mother Mrs. Mel- 
mouth ; whofe death, which happened very 
lately in fome of the Indies, has put a fecret 
in the pofleflion of Mr. Melmouth (the 
identical he who was my Marcus's com- 

^ttxiion 
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panioo hither) aufpitious to a pair pf ro* 
mantic lovers* 

I left you yefterday, to join my uncle 
and Mr. Melmouth, as it has fince turn* 
ed out to be the name of our namelefs 
gentleman. But my curiofity gained no- 
thing by the enterprize. I came off, and 
drefled for dinner ; where we were fcarcely 
feated, before I obferved a vifible emo- 
tion in the ftranger's countenance, on my 
cafually mentioning Miis Melmmtth% 
name. 

u Pray, Madam, 1 * faid he, " are you 
" acquainted with a young lady of that 
" name?" 

On my anfwering affirmatively, he pro- 
ceeded to more particular enquiries con- 
cerning her family; which I no fooner 
fpecified, together with the unfortunate 
rircumftance wherein Sophia lay now in- 
volved 



31 
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volvcd in confcquence of her unavoidal 
ignorance, than he exclaimed, 

" Good God ! it is the fame ! How' 
? timely my approach !" 

We all gazed with admiration of wl 
was going to be faid. 

"Sophia, Madam," continued he, € * is] 
44 not the daughter of Mr. and Mrs. Met 
'•mouth; but of Sir John Lifted 

Omnes.} * Aftontfhing !" 

€i It is no longer of ufe to regret the! 
" unhappy circumftances which induced a I 
44 defpairing wife to barter for her child ; 
" and I fliould be the laft to blame her for 
44 taking any meafure which her impatience 
44 to regain the fociety of a hufband to 
" whom (he was inexpreflibly dear inlpired. 
44 But I cannot find the lead room to ex- 



»» 
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44 cufe her for impofing on Lady Lifle, by 
teHing her a falfehood concerning the 
child which died : it was her own, one 
\ M of the twins fhe bore ; and not the girl 

u Ihe received in exchange for her boy* 
Whether fhe concealed the faft through 
motives of inftinft or intereft, is not eafy 
to be determined by another ; and death 
gave her no time to declare; all fhe 
could diftinftly utter being no more 
than, 

«* c Mr. Melraouth, you have a fon. Fly 
to England. Claim him ; and give Sir 
John his daughter. Promife. Oh, quick! 
Let me not die deceiving. Lady Lifle 
has — I heard it all by accident. Fly 
then. You have acquired riches. I di- 
p * reft you to an heir. Be not rcmifs. 
'** Claim him, claim him for your own ; the 
f** belt of fons, the worthieft of his — ' 



"She 
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"She could no more: the agonies of 
" death came on j and foon afterwards ihe 
"expired." 

Imagine our furprize, if you can. It is 
not to be defcribed. I therefore wave the 
trial. 



Adieu 1 



Mt Hawkesby. 



LET- 



THB FAULT WAS ALL HIS OWN. i« 



LETTER XXL 

To the fame. 

June 5, morning. 
TTTE are all in high expe&ations of 
y * feeing the meflengers returning with 
good news this evening. 

Clattering of horfes at the gate 1 Becca, 
they are here already 1 The mefiengers of 
joy, I hope. 

Afternoon. 

O charming ! what unexpefted happi- 
nefs is here enjoyed ! Heaven grant it a 
continuance ; it comes fo faft, that I almoft 
fear. Eraftus, Sophia, and Lady Treble, 
are on the road hither *, not far off neither. 
What tranfports on all fides ! 

So 



fc 
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So violent, Becca, fo violent ! fo rapid 
a flood of joy ! Is there not room for— 
Fears are ominous 5 I will not give them 
entrance. All hope and funfhine. It is 
madnefs to let apprehenfions of unexifling 
chimeras mar the enchanting profpeft. 

Is not Marcus here ? What ill can af- 
fli&, what misfortune happen, while he is 
nigh? 

Nneataight. 

They are all arrived; are all fo over- 
joyed, fo bkft ; the father in his Ion 5 the 
fon in his father; Sophia in both 5 Lady 
Treble in all ; that we byc-fianders fcem to 
form but fo many cyphers, to fwdl up the 
film they count in tdi& 

Couriers are dtfpatched to Sir John fince 
yeBndqr* Cloaths are Scat for to town. 
CXir happ? pair are to be renistrricd, if Sir 
7 John 
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John approve, when Marcus and I approach 
the altar \ and that is fixed for next Monday. 

Adieu! 

I mull: rejoin them. 



M. Hawkesby. 



Vol. II. H LET- 
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LETTER XXII. 

t * 

To the fame. 

Jue S. 

A N cvcr-incrcafing tide of felicity ! Sir 
•*■* John is arrived. The folks around 
us are in amaze. Such overflowings of 
joy ! Poor fouls ! they begin to think the 
fault is in the country : they never con* 
ceived the poflibility of extacies fo great 
fubfifting among the great people, as they 
deem us to be. Why, no, Becca; I do 
not think they were much out in their 
notion of great extacies being unufual 
things among the great people. Thefe 
great people are too great to be* pleated 
with any thing that is enjoyed in common 
by meaner mortals % but — 

" Well 5 and what now, Lifctta ? you 

" fcem in an amaze !" . 

" And 
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" And fo I am, coufin ; and fo are all 
«• below ftairs. Here is a billet come from 
*< a gentleman, who waits your anfwer at 
« * die next town*" 

Dumonft hand ! tie himfclf in waiting ! 
I dare fay it is he, Becca* Stop, whiift 
I read this, 

Juft as I conje&ured ! What can I fay 
to him? Perplexing incident! The man 
fiitely was mad> to follow me hither. It 
is impoflible I ihould fee him >, and more 
impoffible that I fhould treat him con* 
tumclioufly on the occafion. I feel moll: 
emphatically; but it is chiefly for myfelf. 
Why would I be that thing of lightnefs a 
coquette, entouraging the pretenfions of 
many, while my heart acknowleged the 
fovcteignty but of one ? 

Oh, Marcus ! Marcus ! what has thy 
dkfertion made of me? To check the 

H 2 \A\NXStfj£ 
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pinings of a hopelefs paffion, I opened my 
ears indifcriminately to the crowd. I pitch- 
ed upon Dumont, as the raoft worthy 
among numbers > I even thought of being 
bis in time. But my heart was ftill averfe. 
Cold were the pleas of intereft, in com- 
parifon to thofe of love. Long I wavered; 
but flew not entirely till Marcus re-ap- 
peared. 

Can I acquit myfelf for a dealing lb 
indirect ? Heaven, and all that's juft on 
earth, why is reafon mine in a fuperior de- 
gree, without a fuperior refolution to aft 
up to its di&ates ? How am I fallen, from 
the heights of haughtinefs, to the dark 
depths of felf-contempt ! Dumont might 
pity my fituation, if he faw it. 

It is folly to ftay refle&ing thus. I 
muft fly to my mother, and confult with 
her what is to be done* 

How 
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1 

Afternoon. 

How unlucky ! It pains me to fee the 
dejections of a heart, in whofe joys and 
forrows I am deftined to bear a part. 

Marcus is fenfibly aggrieved. Can I 
then be gay ? He wiflies not to forget his 
own infidelity; but he is mortified to have 
met with fuch a memento of mine. 

Unlucky, therefore, muft I reckon the 
chance which induced him, in a ride he 
took this morning, to pafs through the 
neighbouring town, and in his return to 
alight at the very inn where Mr, Dumont 
flopped, while he was fending off a billet 
to me. 

Thebuftle which the appearance of the 
latter occafioned at the inn excited the 
curiofity of the former fo far as to make 
him afk who the ftranger was. 

M 3 V*; 



IC2 
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Bccca, (hould I not eftcem it a peculiar 
privilege, that I am permitted to oblige 
where I moft efteem ? 

Adieu ! I hear my mother is returned} 
and I long to know her fuccefs with Du- 
moot. In our confutation on the inter* 
rogatory demand he had made on me, my 
mother took it upon her to anfwer it in 
perfon. The chaife therefore was inftantly 
ordered -, and (he was ftepping into it, a& 
Marcus rode up into the ftable-yard, full 
of the relation which was meant to remain 
a fecrct to him. 



Friday night. 

He fwears the peace againft the whole 
(ex, and is gone off in a rage. My mo- 
ther ftill trembles at the paffion he fell into, 
on her declaring to him how much the na- 
ture of my prefent fituati6n required his 
abfence, as well as the total celfation of his 
fuit. 

Becca, 
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Becca, do not you rejoice in your friend's 
efcape from this boifterous man ? I always 
thought him rough, but never a raver. It 
certainly is neceflary to view men in every 
poffible point of light, before we can pro- 
nounce on their difpofitions. 

t imagined Dumont almoft without paf- 
fion, excepting at the time of fome juvenile 
amours ; fo much did they constantly ap- 
pear under the command of reafon. But 
behold him now, and behold him in oppo- 
fition to Marcus. What a contrail does 
the view exhibit ! In one, the fplendours 
of a fine undcrftanding fliine the more, the 
more they ftrive to cover themfelves with 
the veil of modefty : in the other, mental 
merit lofes its luftrc, and dims the fight 
through its too obtrufive rays. In the one, 
a manly tendernefs melts the foul to love, 
and (hews the dignity of paffion : in the 
other, mere appetite prevails^ and a bratv 

H 5 ^ 
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heat confuming to thofe gentler fires which 
genuine love imparts. 

How could I think on Dumont, wkh 
the image of Marcus in my mind ? 



Adieu ! 



M. Hawresiy. 



LET- 
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LETTER XXIH. 
To the fame. 

Saturday morning. 

JAM almoft as much charmed with the 
•*• father as with the fon. So perfeffc a 
countenance I never beheld as that of the 
former •, and fbr the latter, to be what he 
-is in perfonal elegance, it w&s necefiary that 
be Jhotdd be the fon of Mr. Melmouch. 

I do not in the leaft wonder at Ifabella's 
preference of him to all mankind, even in 
the ftation wherein fhe found him ; it be- 
ing morally impoffible that perfedhon fo 
apparent both in mind and body fhould be 
totally obfcured by the obfcureft condi- 
tion. 

Our adrruratiorv being much moved at 
feme incidents which he related to us this 

H 6 \s\w^cs^ 
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morning at breakfaft, and which, befel him 
at the different periods of his life, inftead 
of being elated with the fortitude which 
enabled him to combat all his misfortunes 
with an aftonifhing degree of fuccefs, he 
modeftly declined all praife, except the fc- 
condary one of acquiefcence to, and a firm 
reliance in, that immenfe Agency, whofe 
fource, being in unerring wifdom, can never 
operate but for wife ends, however cala- 
mitous in the condudt fome of thefe ends 
may at times appear. 

44 From my infancy," continued the in- 
cftimable man, u have I been accuftomed to 
44 experience the feveral viciffitudes of for- 
44 tune. In my younger years, I bore all 
44 extremes with the impatience common to 
44 youth ; but, in my maturer and more ad- 
41 vanced age, a regard for my own peace 
44 taught me the folly of pining at things 
*< beyond my power to prevent, and at laft 
44 brought me within fight of a noble re- 
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u Agnation of myfelf and all my concerns 
" to the guidance of Him, whofe will is un- 
" controulablc as his decrees are juft. 

** Behold, my Ion," purfued he, ad- 
dftfimg himfelf to young Melmouth, « be- 
" hold this refignation in its refult. Is it 
^ not alluring ? After many years of toil, 
.''expectation, and difappointment, I am 
f in the event made eafy in the pofieffioh 
4 * of an eafy fortune, and happy in difcovef- 
u ing myfelf to be the father of a fon from 
f< whom I have every happinefs to expc6k, 

u Unacquainted with adverfity, could 

" profperity have charmed as k does ? A 
" ftranger to diftrefs, could I have fought 

" out the haunts of wretchednefs, and 
u found the pleafure that I now do in re- 
lieving the cries of mifery ? Could my 
tongue have uttered the voice of confo- 
" lation, had not my foul long languifhed 
•' in the abfence of it ? "Ycs> toj &^ fet 






I 



i $f THE FAULT WAS AIX HIS OW5L 

,•* teo tedious ytm was I doomed to toa- 
" gutth under circumftances the rooft dc- 
" plorable. For myfcif, I could have borne 
" them; but the love I had for your mo- 

* jther rendered me fetched, in attending 
m to her complaints of hodily wpataMfc* 
44 and to her eypnefltois of meptgl pfottgs* 

* through the conjfcioufnefs th*t J w*$ the 
••* author of ail her woes* Snatched foxn 

* affluence to range the barren heaths of 
.* penury at enccl— Good Heaven! and 
" do I live in the reflexion?" 

Heme he paufed for fome time; and theiv 
'*$ iecoHe£ting hirafelf, proceeded to ad- 
vertize Eraftus of the dangers of his fitu- 
afcion. 

"You* my fo;i f who* are happy, and 

•* have been always fo to the time wherein 

< 

u this incident of your marriage interpofed 
" (and even that calamity is no\r furvived), 
u you have need s£ a double portion of 
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" fortitude, to guard you from the intoxi* 
i< cations of the fair fortune* whpfip imileft 
** on all fides at prefent court your accept- 
44 ance. But beware. Under finite* lurk*. 

* deceit. And though ypu ihould flever 
"experience the alternative of poverty, 
"you may yet be wretched; wte&bed 

* through an overa&ed complacency ii> 
** pleafures, whofe chara&er is that of cloy* 
44 ing the unbounded voluptuary, and to 
" leave him without a finglc longing to 
44 gratify, or one wifli to form ; and more 
44 than all wretched, in the forgetfulnefs of 
" your deftination as a man* whofe praife it 
*' is to be temperate amidft abundance*. 
41 and privilege to adminifter of that abun- 
" dance to thofe who are in want. Glori- 
* € ous diftin&ion ! Godlike prerogative f 
** Oh, never, Eraftus, never be abfent to 
u them, as you prize a nappinefs durable 
fl as your days I" 
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Eraftus bowed, m token of his appro- 
bation of thefc precepts. But Sir John 
feemed a little jealous, by faying, " that 
" Mr. Melmouth talked well ; but that his 
K fon had little need of injunctions, which 
u he already knew fo well by pra&Ice." 

u True/' faid Marcus, who favoured hi* 
fellow-voyager rather than Sir John, " Mf. 
" Melmouth junior owes much to educa- 
€< tion, and to him who beftowed it fo 
" liberally upon him ; but he owes much 
4i more to a difpofition, which is apparently 
" derived from his prefent monitor : and, 
" as a natural propenfity to virtue infinitely 
u excels all the refinement of learning, fo 
<c the meaa by which the one is conveyed 
ic is infinitely more eftimable than that by 
" which the other is acquired."* 



" Whence you infer, Siiv" replied my 
uncle* " that nature has (till the afcendant 
»/* over educationl'* 
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a But I reject the conclufion," laid Mr. 
Spintexf. 

" Nor can I admit of the premifes," re- 
fumed my uncle. 

"Not a ftep," anfwered the former. 
" The major proportion, viz. 

" A natural propen/ity to virtue infinitely 
" excels all the refinement bf learning, 

t 
"is falfe; in as much as learning can 

" make an honeft man a knave * aye, and 

" a knavilh man honeft/ 9 

" Foolery !" cried I to myfelf— " Sophia, 
" will you take a little walk in the garden ?" 

She inftantly aroie i and we both went 
out 9 leaving the folks within to their logic ; 
while we indulged in a converfe more fuited 
to the ftate of our hearts. 
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Tbeiwcetgkl was attgijtfitu&*»$fc* 
yen, for this happy turn of fortune ,4*4 
could 1 be filent ? 

» - 

Soon afterwards we wercjdtMdjby yeung 
Melmouth and Marcus. 

s 

Our thoughts one and all <ran «r 1vfon* 
day •, though we all cannot jgive ourl&vcs 
equal liberty to talk on it. 

And yet, JJccca, I fear— but this may b$ 
the confequcnce of excefe of hope— • I fc*£ 
I period to our transports* 

Do not the intimacies which cnasriage 
produces deftroy that dteero and Admimtiptt 
ib eflential to the carrying of an intercourfe 
fike this 19 die perfcdion ^ fricjid&ip ? 



Should I ev«r be left dear -to Marcus f»~ 
Ihould he ccafe to become ib to me i— And 

» «. *■. ■ * * 

where 
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where is the improbability of it ? Not in 
our prefent paffion ; a thing changeable *as 
thought, and wilful a* rage* 

But why encourage thefe gloomy appre- 
Jxenfions ? It is in nature. The brightcft 
profpeft, as well as the faireft face in paint* 
irig, will have fhades* 

What ! company ? In an equipage too? 
FaseweU reflexion. Here will be no peace 
for thee. The arrival pf a frefc cpatk 
makes as much buftle in a country gentle-* 
man's houfe, as the news, of fcfing or %m* 
ing a battle produces in the hiatft «f *a 
coffee-houfe politician* 

* Here comet Lifetta, to^gU me who it i* 
that is come. 

> 

* Well, my dear; and what is theaews? 

" Some lord duke, come to pay his conv 

u pliments of condolance on your grand- 

* mamma's death to your pretty felf I" 

• "You 
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*••-€• 



Yoti railty, coufin ; and fop your pains/ 
u you (ball have the pleafure to come antf 
u r fee. One of them is the handfomeft 
i* gentleman— •" 

u Lifetta !" [ftaring at her fignificandy. 
Could you but fee me now, and could you 
but fee her, blufhing like the morn, how 
beautiful fhe appears !] "and is it poffibk ? 

* At your age, I had no eyes for gentle- 
** men* Well, child, go oh, and I will fol- 
V low you. I can* forgive you, if he is fo 

* very handfome, and but tolerably rich." 

» 

My grandmamma has left her ten thou* 
land pounds •, fo middling things will do. 
Rich hufbands and good hufbands are in 
general found to compofe two different 
fpccies of beings. 

While 
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While within bounds, let me bid you 
lieu, and away with curioGty to klute the 
rangers below. 

M, Hawkisby. 

P. S. Becca, by all . that is mufical* the 
mufical Sir Thomas Treble himfelf, 
and his handfome brother the .Colonel. 
They little thought of meeting with 
the company they did here; nor are 
they yet fully convinced of the reality 
of Lady Treble's and Sophia's appear* 
ance, being ftill poflefled of the fancy 
that they are over head and ears in 
France. 

» 

Sir Thomas and the Captain [Colonel, I 
mean] having let out on a vifit to 

Lord A in Wiltfhire the very 

day after Eraftus and the ladies had 
fet out for Dover, knew nothing of the 
happy denouement which proved the 

recall 
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recall of our three refolved travellers* 
Their calling here was intended merely 
as a compliment to my mother and me * 
and an eafy compliment it was, as my 
uncfcfr houfe lies quite in the road to 

Sir Harry H *s feat, whither the 

brother* were now going, 

I am called for. 

Once more, adieu f 



LET- 



■the fault was all nrs own: iff 



t.l T,T E R XXIV. 
To the lame. 

Sunday morning 

BU T this day* Becea, this one fiend 
day, to employ under the banners of 
maiden liberty ! That I could but employ 
k propitioufly, to the aweful change ! That 
i could but dedicate my thoughts wholly 
to the joys< of expedition* or wholly 
baaifbthtm fititnmy anxious bofem, and 
rtttaft all on the eve of compliance! 

I can do neither* 

■ 

To redraft, and fly off from Marcus, a 
man whofe fociety is moft dear to me! 
Impoflible! 

But then to marry, to become the rub- 
lea of another's will » to make it a duty 
7 to 
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to lacrifice my own to his at every turn; 
thereby foregoing all claims of merit from 
obedience! It is. dreadful. Can I ven- 
ture? 

Yes, to church this morning, and pray 
that my irrefolution prove not the over- 
throw of my happinefc on the very eve of 
enjoyment. 

1 

NoOB. 

Marcus was with m. I blufh at my 
own, when I reflect on his more compofed 
behaviour. lie feemed to have in the 
facrcd place no other object than his God. 
I, Becca, I— am afliamed to name mine. 



"What confufion fills my foul, in this 
ktiowledgement of my inferiority in a 
here wherein our fiat are faid to have at 
1 times the fuperiority over the other — 



affent (through conviftion, I hope) 
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to thofc truths which form the bafis of 
our religious worfhip. 

It will not furely be always thus 5 nor 
will Heaven be rigorous in its ftri&ures 
on thofe wanderings which are the refult 
of too prompt a nature. 

No; Heaven has mercy and forbearance % 
youth has wings and date. Through ne- 
ceffity, therefore, I fee a period to my pre- 
fent inattentions. 

And {hall piety then only have place, 
when life hath furvived the vigour of its 
prime ? 



^ • 



The fuppofition fhocks me. 

That there is one great, one mighty, 
one fublime, one comprehenfive Being, 
whofe wifdom merits our higheft admira- 
tion, and whofe beneficence demands all 

Vol. II. I our 
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our gratitude and love, is a truth, which, 
fincerely believed, ought to make the be- 
liever blufh at the imbecillities of a heart 
wtych can for a fingle moment hefitate to 
make this great, this mighty, this fublime, 
this comprehenfive Being, its fole and uni- 
verfal objedt 

Inexhauftible Source of unperifhable joy 
and attractive excellence, mayeftThou never 
more find thyfclf rivaled by one of Thy 
creatures in my foul, when my body bends 
fubmiffive in Thy holy temple! 

Afternoon. 

Dinner has had its effedts. I am no 
longer grave 5 and who could be fo, that 
made fuch a difcovery at the defert ? How 
the pretty innocent coloured; and then 
ftole away confufed ! 

" And is it fo ? I fee you. Already 
" gotten together, and walking in the gar- 
den!" 

The 
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The fly pair ! 

See, Becca, fee the force of love, in 
taking itfelf round from one object to 
another ! 

I thought the image of Sophia 'could 
never have been effaced from the Colonel's 
mind. Look out; view him well. — I wi)l 
view him too. 

How ! Nay, now it is all over— He 
kneels.—" Lifetta, take care -, bewju-e " — 
It is cruelty to truft her to herfelf, it being 
impoffible that (he Ihould refift that tragic 
face two'minutes lbnger. I will fly to her 
relief. 

EvenUg. 
More work for his reverence to-morrow 
morning. The Colonel , is in eartleft. My 
uncle approves his fuit •, and Ma reus ha 

I 2 turned 
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turned advocate for the folemnization of 
their marriage at the fame time as ours. 

But I would oppofe the motion, were I 
allured of fuccefs. 

Without this furety, it is impolitic to at- 
tempt it. 

But fee, where Lifetta comes, penfive 
and alone. I will found her a little. 



cc You feem full of thought, Lifetta 1 
cc And are not you fo, coufin 2" 
" 1> duld !— Blefs me, for what ?" 



€€ 



For what, coufin ?" [hefitating], 



" A ye, for what ? Pray, fpeak out, 
!* nay dear.* 



cc 



Indeed, 
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" u Indeed, Mifs Hawkefby, this is cruet 
f * in you !" [Sighing.] 

" I do not underftand you, Lifetta.'* 

" Perhaps you do not chufe it." 

" This is childifh. What fhould I dif- 

" femble for ? Is it the thought of your 
6 * being likely to be married to-morrow 
" morning that makes you grave ?" 

1 

u And are not: thofe thoughts enough to 
u make one. fb V* 

>c * That is as you are pleafed to fancy* 
€t - my dfear. For me, I have allowed my- 
" felf time to fall into the thing by degrees, 
ec by allowing myfelf leifure to contemplate 
" the profpedl at a diftance." 

r 

" And is that a neceflary circumftance*. 
«♦ Mifs Hawkefby ?" 

I 3 "Very 
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iC 






Very neceflary, Mifs N , to thofe 

who hope for happinefe beyond the 
44 honey-moon. Felicity, my dear Lifetta, 
44 is no chance- work* To rife high, and laft 
44 long, it mud be founded in efteem, and 
44 fabricated by affe&ion ; but not in a day. 
44 A finilhed ftrudture ftarts not into being 
with the laying of the plan. It requires 
time, and perfeverance in the toil of railing, 
44 before it receives its deftined form* 

" But when, love is mutual — " 

44 It is the more illufive. Deceive not 
44 yourfelf, I^ifetta. I love you \ and there- 
44 fore would admonifli you, by obferving 
44 to you, that the tranfient flafhes of de- 
4ft fire are often miftaken for the fofter ema- 
4C nations of loye. When two young peo- 
44 pie are equally prepoflefied by what takes 
44 the name of this paflion, they are, and 
41 muft be, equally blind to confequences, 

44 You 
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" You, my dear, love, and were loved, at 
" fight. It is the fame with the Colonel; 
" you are both unanimous ; you are both 
" fincere ; in deceiving yourfelves, perhaps, ' 
€€ not lefs than one another." 

" Then, coufin, you would not have mc 

•< marry the Colonel ?" 

» 

» 

" Excufe me, my dear •, I have nothing 
" to objeft to your lover, but the date of 
4< his paffion. I would have neither of you ] 
" rufh into the arms of difappointment, 
** where you look for a fruition without 
" end." 



.* 



u I am convinced 5 and from my foul I 
" thank you, my deareft coufin, for this 
" timely difluafive. I feel the force of 
" your reafoning; but " 

" You love —is not that the hit to com- 
u pliance ?" 

If " No, 
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" No, Mifs Hawkelby ; weak as you 
" think me, I can yet refolve — " 

She is gone, in a pet too. The pretty 
little creature! How her anger becomes 
her! 

Ta tell you the truth, I am not much 
for this match. Lifetta is very young. The 
Colonel is very gay and expenfive. Should 
they be unhappy in their union, I might 
fufifer in their opinion, though 1 was only 
the accidental caufc of their coming to- 
gether. 

Summoned to attend in my mother's 
apartment. 

Yoppcry and nonfenfe! The wedding 
deaths juft come down, and opened. I 
kave norciHh for diem. A ball too is con- 
cened ftr die night enflieing that of our 

nuptials. 
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nuptials. Sir Thomas Treble is at the 
head of the fcheme ; lb it muft be clever. 

Ha ! tapping at my door ! I fuppdfe it 
is Marcus ; though hitherto he has not pre* 

fumed 

.4 

No ; it was the Colonel, come to befeech 
me for my interefl with Lifetta, . who has 
fled from the morrow's engagement, with- 
out giving the reafon why. . 

I was a little at a lofs what to anfwer. 
At lafl, L boldly told the truth. 

The Colonel flared * but I (till per fitted, 
till my mother came in, and feconded his 
fuit. The kind woman thought it imper- 
tinent in her daughter to interpofe in an af-» 
fair of. this kind; and I thought fo in com- 
pliance with her: but not fo far. as to aft. 
the weathercock, by going, as they wou!4> 

I 5 have 
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have inc, to unlay all that I had laid to 
lifetta, in order to make her a bond-woman 
before Ihe knows the pfcafure of being 



But that feafon perhaps is the only one 
wherein we view chains with avidity. 

When the birdling is carried from the 
neft to the cage, it hardly knows the dif- 
ference. The pang for a freedom never 
enjoyed will not fet its wings at war againft 
the walls of its wiry prifon. 

Nighw 

I have been out on horfeback, and en- 
joyed the ride. Lifetta had the Colonel 
for her efcort; and I— but I have no need 
to name him. Lady Treble aid Sophia 
took an airing in Sir Thomas's poft-chaife. 
My mother, my aunt, and littte coufins, in 
the family coach. Sir Thomas and Eraftus 
accompanied the poft-chaife in its route. 

Sir 
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Sir John, Mr.. Melmouth, and my uncle, 
walked down to the fea fide, to view th* 
place whence Marcus and his companion 
were (hatched, by my uncle's timely aid* 
from the arms of death. 

The elder Melmouth is going to have a 
temple built contiguous to the happy fpot* 
To this temple we are one and all to re- 
pair on the 7th of June, to pay our annual 
offering of praife to the Power to which it 
fliall be dedicated, * H U M ANITY ! 

Sophia fends to know if I am difengagedl 
Certainly, for her. 

Oh, Becca ! what profpedts of happinefe 
break in upon me ! The^man of my heart, 
and friend of my bofom, fecured mine foe 
ever! 

■ 

Town, and all thy vanities, adieu ! Bled 
in a fociety fo exalted, can I complacently 
mingle in thy round of follies ? 

I 6 What 
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What a turn in affairs do thefe engage- 
ments produce ! I may now, Becca, be 
good company for you, although I fhould 
find you a riiother when I vifit you in 
your retreat. 

V 
« 

Yourfelf and Sir George, Sophia and 
Eraftus, I and mine, O, and (well thought 
on!) Lifetta and the Colonel [Cart be- 
fore the horfes all the way !] ; for fa I find 
it is to be, after all my reafoning. — What 
a groupe of happy couples ! Can England 
produce fuch another in a firing, efpecially 

if Lady Treble had been permitted to enter 
the lift, attended by a fwain equal in merit 
to herfelf ? 

Apropos of my Lady; Sir John is to pafs 
a fine on his eftate, and to have it divided 
between his two amiable daughters. All 
is right in the event, though all was wrong 
in the condudt ; a motive to acquiefcence, 
i not 
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not lefs than a warning againft impatience 
yndcr Heaven's decrees., 

More referved in wijhingy our occafions 
for acquiefcing would be fewer. 

But Sophia is here. 

Midnight*. 

What a noble creature (he is ! how in- 
finitely deferving of a fortune to which. 
(he will prove an orhament, while a king- 
dom would hardly prove, fo to her !. 

The bufinels with me was only to ob- 
tain my leave for a pair, whom her kind 
interpolation has brought together* to. ac- 
company us to church to-morrow morning. 

The young people were going to be 
eternally divided, when Sophia providen- 
tially was made acquainted with the af- 
fair, as fhe and my maid walked late this 

evening 



1 
- 1 
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evening by a neighbouring cottage, whi- 
ther a lordly farmer rode up to the door 
juft as (he approached, calling to his fon r 
who flood circling with his arms, while the 
tears fell plenteoufly down his cheeks, the 
mod beautiful virgin that (he ever beheld. 

No fooner did the father lay hold on 
his fon to tear him from his love, than the 
difconfolate maiden fdl lifelefs on the 
ground* 

Sophia flew to her affiftance; and 
from an old woman, who tottered with. 
age, and was the grandmother of the love- 
ly girl, (he learnt " that poverty was the 
a grand obftacle to her union with the young 
u man wha fyad newly left her, and was to- 

14 morrow to fet out for London, and thence 
" to be fent to fea, whither his father had 

44 money and intereft fufficient to get him 
4C * on board an Iftdiaman in the quality of a 
u midfhipman.* 

Sophia, 
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Sophia, coming home fall of this intel- 
ligence, interefted Sir John and Mr. Mel- 
mouth Senior fo warmly in the cafe, that 
the farmer has been fent for here with his, 
foo and the young woman ; and the match* 
is to take place, at the. inftance of thefe 
gentlemen, who have each of them agreed 
to advance a hundred pounds a piece as a 
prefent to the bride on her wedding-day*. 

This, Sophia begs m&y be to-morrow y 
and I fhould be unworthy of her friends 
fhip did I ftart the leaft objection to her 
propofal. 

What a difpky of felicity will to-mor- 
row's fun be enabled to make ! 

Eight people led to the altar by the 
hands of love, in one aufpicious hour, and 
on the fame fpot I 



It 
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. It is a truth incredible,, almoft to ro- 
mance*. 

But (hall the parties not live to evince 
the fa&i There is death in the doubt. O, 
yes ' y they (hall live long and happy lives. 
Theirs, Becca, will be fo, if any on earth 
there be. 

The meeting of fellow-minds on eartfi 
may well make jubilees in heaven, fuch 
an occafion is fo rare ! 

V 

And is it not for the honour of the be- 
neficent Author of our being, that his 
creatures fhould have no. choice, but to 
breathe forth his praife in the number o£ 
bleflings given them to enjoy ? 

• 

But when,, among thefe bleflings, that 

a P a ffion reciprocally felt and rationally 

indulged is numbered, can angels look 

down, 
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down, and not partake in the joy produced 
by the confcioufhefe of fo noble a pot 
feflion ? 

Glowing with a fentiment of love and 
gratitude for Him who vouchfafes to dif- 
tinguifti me thus greatly, I am all acknow- 
ledgement ; nor do I fiipplicate aught be- 
yond the continuance of His prote&ion* 

May this too be your, and yours* 

Prays 

My dear Lady Raymond, 

for the lad time that I 
mull fign myfelf, 

M. Hawkesby. 



P. S. 
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P, S. This goes off fin: die pofi: tomor- 
row morning, before I can be up. 
Once more, adieu! Whence this re- 
lu&ance u> part from you ? I could 
talk to you till morning— Ha! k is 
here already ! The young day dawns 
brightly in the eaft. And, fee ! it is 
the fun, for the firft time that I ever be- 
held him rifing in his ftrength ! How 
glorious! what fplendours crown his 
head! what joy awaits his prefence! 
Creation feels the vivifying heat, and 
wakes to life and motion. The birds 
attune their chaiceft lay - r and the flow* 
ers expand their beauteous bofoms, rich 
in varying tints ! 

Bleft opening of a day deftined to fee me 
flill more bleft ! 

Let me go and hail its wonders in the 
fields, tafte of the fragrance of the fcented 

gale> 
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gale, and feaft the delighted eye with view- 
ing the variegated fcene of, 

" Hill, grove, dale, rock, fount, and cryftal 
" ftream ;" 

and gaily return with a mind harmonized 
for the day. 

Adieu ! 

M. H. 



LET- 
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LETTER XXT. 



To the fame. 



Monday night* 

T T is all over ! and nothing now remains, 
**» but defolation, defpair, and death, for 



Maria. Hawkesbv* 



LET- 



THE FAULT WAS ALL HIS OWN. *8* 



LETTER XXVI. 



To the fame: 



{As a cover for the preceding Utter) 

By S o p h i a. 



1 ' Tuefday noon* 

Madam, 

T> Y the inclofed, you may perceive what 
-*-* a fudden inverlion of profpefts has 
taken place in this, of late, happieft houfe 
upon earth. We have yet hardly the courage 
to approach within fight of each other. But 
who can defcribe the diftrefles of your 
friend ? No one. They can only he con- 
ceived: her anguifli mocks the relief of 
tears ; and her forrows are too recent, to 
avail themfelves of words, 

Laft 
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Lad night I fat up, and watched her at 
a concealed diftance. A grief fo refolute, 
and, as it were, centering within itfelf, was 
not to be trufted with the condudt of fo 
valued a life. And this morning, the dif* 
confolate anxious mother took my place. 
Fearful of the worft that may befal her 
darling child, ftie propofes carrying her off 
this very day for. London ; and if by that 
time her forrows begin not to fubfide, tq 
proceed from thence to Paris. 

v Mean while {he com millions me to write 
to you, and fend off her daughter's letter. 
How unfortunate am I in the neceffity! 
So lately the fubjedt of grief myfelf, can I 
enter on the recital of another's with an un- 
feeling heart ? 

Oh, death ! how traiterous art thou in 
thy feeming mercies ! Was Marcus twice 
Ipared by thee, only to be taken off more 

' cruelly 
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cruelly a third time ? Seized by thy chili 
on the bridal hour ! juft as he approached 
his happinefc in the morning, to be relent- 
lefsly tome from it by noon ! Inexorable 
tyrant ! ftill I fee him, ftill I fee the hor- 
rours which his approach infpired ! How 
dreadful ! Can I pourtray the fcene ? Can 
you, Madam, contemplate fuch excefs of 
gaiety, without terror at the excefs of gloom 
that enfues ? 

Yefterday morning faw your friend, her 
coufin, myfelf, and a beautiful ruftic whom 
I had fele&ed to be of our party, the hap* 

pieft, gayeft four, that ever were aflembled 

> 

together for fuch a purpofe. 

We came into the drawing-room 5 we 

were met by the impatient bridegrooms 

at the door; chid for our delay, though 

praifed for the occafion [our drefles were 

mod elegant] ; and hardly allowed time for 

the breakfaft. 

All 
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All was joy and expe&ation within, all 
was gay and engaging without. The vil- 
lagers, in their bed: array, lined the avenue 
leading from the houfe to the church, 
and waved ftreamlcts of flowers in air with 
their hands. 

■ * 

On either fide of the gate, looking up 
to the apartment wherein we fat, flood 
two beautiful figures, whofe characters 
agreeably furprized us. The one was a 
little boy equipped like the god of love; 
and the other was a man, who reprefented 
Hymen, the god of marriage. The pro- 
priety and elegance of the latter's habit 
cannot be imagined. 

The defign was Lady Treble's, and the 
execution Lifetta's ; and the whole was ma- 
naged in the conduit with a fecrecy that 
heightened the pleafure of the appearance. 



Sir 
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Sir John and the elder Melmouth's 
vifages grew young, in the contemplation 
of fo much, Wife. The former caught mb 
in his arms, and luffed me with a truly; 
parental fondnefs ; bidding me be blcffed 
above my fex : and the latter embraced 
Eraftus, uttering the fame wilhes. 

Dr. N-i— • and his lady alternately 
clafped their beauteous girl in tKeir arms. 

r 

Mrs. Hawkefby wept for joy, as fhe pref- 
fed her daughter to her bofom. 

Lady Treble congratulated Marcus. 

And Sir Thomas could not help catch- 
ing the Colonel's hand, and telling him, 
cf that he was a happy wretch /" 

Our charming ruftic was the care of her 
fwain apart* 
Vol, H/ K Thefe 
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Thefe endearments could not laft long, 
for the impatience of the bridegrooms ; 
who reminded us of the carriages waiting 
at the door, and longing for their inmates. 

Eraftus feized my hand ; the Colonel was 

already in poflefiion of Lifetta's. . Marcus 

went up to claim Mifs Hawkefby's ; but 

fcarcely was the f^izure made, - when death 

forced him to relinquilh the- prize, by 

fpreading his horrors at once around him* 

Suddenly the devoted viftim fell back on 

the feat, on the moment that he had been 

eager to raife his Maria from it, loft to the 

power of utterance, and altnoft of breath- 
ing. 

At firft, the fit was attributed to an ex- 

cefs of joy, till the fymptoms of death; in- 
creafing i n eve ry lineament of the labour- 
,n S * acc > put an end to the delufion. 

Affiftaqce 



THE FAULT WAS- ALL HIS OWN. 195 

Afliftance was inftantly fent for. Do&or 

N faw the danger, and therefore would 

not encounter it fingly. The phyficiaa 
came ; our alarms were heightened. 

" No hope," he faid ; " the cafe was ir- 

*' remediable.". 

* « • ■ 

Bleeding, "however, was tried, but with- 
out effe<ft ; and every other mean, while 
breath was in the body - % but that was not 
for above three hours from the firft of this 
alarm. At noon, he expired. 

It is beyond me to pl&ure the terror 
that took pofleflion of every countenance 
prefent. Mifs Hawkefby was carried off 
by force, at her uncle's orders ; and w.e ait 
retired, as if we had never cdihe together 
for joy. 

So fleet, fo uncertain is human blifs ! A 1 
being dependant on a thoufand accidents,. 

K 2 uncorv- 
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uncontroulablc as they are unforeseen, may 
well mock our hopes of certain fruition and 
of unalloyed enjoyment. 

Our affli&ed friend is an inftancc of the 
deceitfulnefs of fuch an hope. Long and 
pbftinately had (he refufed a place in her 
heart to all but one. To the pofleflion of 
that one, affe&ion taught her to confine fe- 
licity in all its forms. She was obedient $ 
and was conducted within fight of a reward* 
She exulted in the profpeft* and was un* 
done in the event. 

More miferable than her lover, in the per- 
inifiion to live, while he is dead to the pain- 
fulneis of rememberance ! 

Hark. It is a carriage drawing up to 
the door. It muft be Mrs. Hawkefby's* 
For a moment, Madam, I beg leave to at- 
tend. 

She 
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She is gone; the gayeft t)f her fex gone, 
off, the pi&ure of deje&ion ; attended by 
her mother, her utfele, and her maidl I 
approached her as Ihe departed from her 
room; but Ihe fpake not a fingle word to 
me, or to any one elfe.. But her eyes — 
oh, Lady Raymond ! had you feen them at 
this inftant, grief in its intenfenefs had never 
been abfent to your imagination.. 

Could you, Madam, 6ut contrive to give 
her the meeting in town about Thurfday,. 
your converfe might relieve hen 

Ours cannot, while our prefence reminds 
her of her deceafed hopes. 

To-morrow we all leave Devonfl^ire, and 

go for Oxfordfhire. Mrs.N-; aqd her 

eldeft daughter Lifetta, on my father^, fc^ 
vitatdon, are to be with, us there as ibon as 
Dr. N returns. 



•.»»■• .•T - » ■"! . 
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Poor Colonel Treble t he feems impa- 
tient of a moment's dtvifion from his dear 
Lifetta; but his brother will needs have 
him off for the prefcnt* 

Notice has been fcnt yefterday ta Mar- 
cus's elder hrother, Sir Geoffry G — , of 
the incident that broke in on all our ex- 
peftations. But he cannot as yet have been 
arrived* 

And I detain your Ladyfhip too long* 
unlefs I could entertain you with lefs. me- 
lancholy relations. 

Alas ! Madanr, were we to confine our 
communications to the gay parts of life, how 
fullen and unfocial fhouTd we feem T were 
©ur pleaftires to be meafured by the length 
of our joys, how narrow muft their bounds 
appear! 

* But 



/• t 
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But the Father of Being hath dealt 
more benignly with ias. Amidft affli£tion> 
we are fenfible to the charms of fympathy* 
and find more fbbftantial delight in afts of 
kindnefc, than in participating of the motit 
raptured ftene* 



LE^ 
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LETTER XXXL. 

To the fame- 

Pyrmont, September ao. 

"VT ©, my dear Becca * I am not dead: 
-*^ to the fight of your letters, though 
I am hardly alive to any thing elfe. I 
move indeed from fcene to fcene, and mi- 
grate from one climate to another; it is 
my mother's pleafure that I fhould, left,, 
by fitting (till,, I foftcr thofe griefs which. 
Her afFe&ion wilhes utterly banifhed from, 
my breaft- 

Impoffible! w Never, oh, never, (hall 
u thy loved image depart from Maria's 
" foul 5 there, in fpite of death,, thou (halt 
" ftill fit enthroned,, my love, my lord, 
u my all, my hufband ! Yes, Marcus; there 
« (hall my tears ftill find thee; there, 

" amidfl 
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" amidft the glooms of melancholy, fhalt 
" thou ft ill be worfhiped; and there — "* 

Oh, Lady Raymond — But I will not 
fcek to inteteft you in my forrows; you 
kuvd been fo too much. Your poming 
to town in fuch hafte, at Sophia's inftanct, 
to give me the meeting, and to try the 
force of your prefence on that calamity, 
whole rough winds, rifing unforefeen, with 
one rude blaft bore down all my towering 
hopes of happinefs, and left me finoe to 
wander from fliore to Ihore difconfolate, 
convinces me that your friendfhip would 
lead you td fuch lengths in participation, 
as would render it cruelty in me to claim 
your attention thus eternally to the voice 
of ipy complaints. 

Gracious God ! and was voice given me 

only to lament the ufe of itf Boundlefr in 

mercy, (hall I only behold thee m Thf 

wrath ? 

Impiou* 



j 
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Impious imagination t Ah, no I the bolts 
of Thy vengeance ftill fpend thcmfelves in 
mercy ; and amid Thy judgements beams 
benignity \ Through the blacknefs of af- 
fliction, I can difcern the brightness of Thy 
purpofe. For did not my heart, led in 
the confidence of hope to fix the bafis of 
her felicity on terreftrial ground, exult 
in the liability of her profpeCts, and found 
expectations of immortal blifs on man, 
mortal man ? What madnefs ! what folly !" 

Oh, let me be mad, be foolifh (till I 
Was I not then happy, ? And muft I not 
be wretched in reflection? The fight of 
reafon is eternal reproach. The holds of 
paflion are ftrong. How can I fupport 
the conflict? 

O, come any thing* an# tear me from; 
myfelf. Frenzy ! death ! — Yet I will be 
calm* wilt look up to Him who made 

me 
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me weak, for ftrength ; acknowledge my 
dependance* by invoking His aid ; and 
learn to acquicfce, where it is fhritlefe to 
contend. 



■ i 



O, thou j uft and wife Difpofer of e ventsi 
have pity ;upon my woes, and correft my ; 
wanderings. Teach me to venerate Thee 
in Thy decrees, under whatever form they 
appear. Banifli the pinings of difcontent 
from my bofom, and guard me from the 
fuggeftions of defpa&\ Defcend ta my 
foul in the light of knowledge -> vifit my 
heart in the .mfldrfldjefty of. beneficence* 
and calm my thoughts to pefcfee !. ■' ' ' : 

I feel relieved. Ah, my friend ! who 

evei- carried their : thoughts* to Heaven: for 

. . » ,•**■' 
even the riegation 'of Ibrrott, ; atul Ydund' 

not a return irr a&tial blifs ? Whit mdUVes * 

fbr confidence iAd tonfolatfon !' It Ihati 1 

be tnine* 



- n * 

• » 
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Yes, Becca ; I will, if poffible, forget 
the pad, and reft my eye on a happier 
future; nor be follicitous, but about the 
improvement of the prefent moments. 
Thofe elapfed would confufe me in the 
retrofpedt, by the futility and infignificance 
of the purfuits wherein they were em- 
ployed. 

Endued with a mind capable of reflection, 
and poflefifcd of a tafte which (bars beyond 
mere objedts of fenfe for its gratification, 
it was doing violence to my nature to nun- 
gle fo long and largely in the crowd, whofe 
bufinefs is diflFipattqp. v 

How poor, how vague, -and Ihadowy, 
are the fatisfaftions with which we (till 
return from fcenes x>f gay refort! I felt 
this truth to conviction ; and yet I wanted 
the refolution to a6t up to it, until the 
intervention of an incident, which robs 

my 
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my purpofed retreat from the merit of 
choice, forced me to be juft to my own 
fentiments, and withdraw. 

On my return to England, I intend to 
tttire wholly to Stanley Park, and to con- 
vert Hawketfby HaU into an afylum for 
thofe of my own> fex who are well-born, 
but indigently portioned* and others whofe 
merit or peculiarity of circumftances fhall 
render them obje&s of attention with eftcem 
or benevolence. 

Mean while, the better to qualify myfelf 
to give laws to my little community, my 
mother confents that we fpend fome time 

in the convent of V , whofe abbefs is 

here at prefent for the waters : the moft 
rational reclufe that I ever converted with; 
noble, candid, affable, and refined, fhe 
lhines an honour to her fex and order, 
and is a catholic in nothing but good 
works; a point of light wherein a proteftant 

Vol. 11. L ta?$& 
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Jhould glory in the ambition of emulating 
her chara&er. 



Thus refolved, and thus armed by rea- 
ibn againft the blandifhments of a diffipated 
life, the tranfient fufferings of your friend 
may become the fource of permanent hap- 
pinefs to many ; nor can flie herfelf be un- 
bleft, while the felicity fhe imparts to others 
is refle&ed back upon her own breaft with an 
intenferfefs animating to that complacency, 
on whofe being our nobleft afts of bene- 
ficence depend. 
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